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Phevioub to my publication of the present Tragedy, 
I waa hardly aware how great" an ignorance of thfe 
laws and nature of dramatic composition prevailed 
in this country, even amongst the self constituted 
censofH of whatever has passed the press. And yet I 
ought not to have been taken by surprise. In the edito- 
rial preface to certain" volumes, entitled "Tlje British 
Drama," which take their due station on my owfl 
shelves, there occurs the following most asinine 
remark, 

" As each play has been chronologically arranged,^ 
the reflecting mind will be able to see the progressive 
changes in dramatic composition, and mark the dis- 
tinct ara of impTotement." 

Will it be believed that the collection sets out with 
some of the choicest specimens of the genius of Beaii- 
mont and Fletcher, and Massinger, in the "fera" 
of Ben Jonson, Ford, Webster, Decker, Marston, 
Brome, and Shirley . . . in the isra of Shahapeare, and 
that the concluding ones were produced by Murphy, 
Hartson, and Franklin, in their own "vera,'"! Such 
a flagrant display of incapacity on the part of a dra- 
matic editor might perhaps- have opened my eyes to 
the defective state of the public knowledge in respect 
to this branch of the belles lettres, had it not been for 
the high and deserved reputation achieved by Joanna 
Baillie, Barry Corawall, and Sheridan Knowles. I 
may have moreover conceived a too favourable opinion 
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of the dramatic intelligence of the age from my sense 
of the sterling knowledge and acumen, which, when- 
ever the occasion of a new play calls it forth, the only 
critical periodical I regularly read invariably exhibits 
*'in this regard," . . as indeed it discovers in every 
other department of literature. Nor have two dis- 
tinct and very erring articles, which, within the last 
twelve months, have appeared in the print I speak of, 
in the least affected my admiration of the genuine 
dramatic taste and superior capacity of the reviewer 
who penned them because I remain firmly persuaded, 
that that glentleman did not, in either instance, return 
a verdict according to the dictates of his enlightened 
judgment. Indeed it is quite evident to me, from the 
exquisite special pleading of the later masterly cri- 
ticism, that, by whatever charm " overcome/' he 
scrupled not to speak 

" Against his better judgment, not deceived." 

It may charitably be presumed, that the party 
alluded to, in evincing a fineness and correctness of 
judgment, in strong contrast to the dramatic obliquity 
of the day, does not stand alone ; but any other excep- 
tion has not happened to fall within the scope of my 
experience. Let not the reader from what I have let 
fall draw a false inference. The weekly print in ques- 
tion has not hitherto, and, after this perfectly sincere 
impeachment of its integrity, probably never will, re- 
view my " Gertrude and Beatrice ;" the first edition of 
which tragedy, nevertheless, elicited as high praise from 
many quarters as any author, however vain or san- 
guine, could wish for. On the other hand, the play has 
been exclaimed against in certain obscure periodicals, 
with that insolent flippancy, which with trash and tin- 
sel are in our times the staple commodity of such pub- 



lications. Seated on the bencU of criticism, these aris- 
tarcha of the press at once practise upon the "little 
knowledge" of their readers, and indulge their own 
malice with impunity. In directing their attack on 
rae, they have evidently gone to -vfOT^, flagrante odio ; 
though they might, to as much purpose fire small 
ehot at a rliinoceroa, 1 am charmed hy the remem- 
brance, that " Avanl nous cps envies ont regne, et 
regneront encore apres nous, si Dieu ne nous vouloit 
tous refondre. 

I can more easily tolerate the envy, hatred, and un- 
charitableness of such soi disant critics than the ahsnrd 
dicta of others, whose uncultivated taste incapacitates 
them from forming a competent judgment. And I 
say this, not, be it distinctly understood, because these 
quack anatomists did me the favour to cut up my tra- 
gedy, but because, in their use of the critical scalpel 
they so completely betray their unconsciousness of 
the just rules and principles of literary dissection. 
The public, however, would seem to love to be deceiv- 
ed by such shallow pretenders to authority in humane 
literature, since it holds good through all varieties of 
imposture. 

Quo quia impudentior eo doctior habetur. 

In determining the merits of a tragic composition 
it should be the endeavour in the first place to ascer- 
tain whether the characters delineated he fully con- 
ceived, and from first to last consistent with them- 
selves, true to nature, strongly marked, and accurately 
discriminated. 

After that, whether the situations have been so 
contrived with dramatic foresight, that they draw out, 
display, and illustrate those characteristic features 
with which the author has invested the persons of bis 
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creation. Then tbe critic should see, that there is a 
strong and defined interest in the fable, yet not such 
as is unsuited to the dignity of tragedy, and that the 
plot has been so judiciously conceived, and is so con- 
ducted from its cODimencement to its conclusion, that 
all the parts bear upon each other, and yet never 
weaken that interest ; that the incidents are not un- 
exciting, nor infrequent ; nor above all, that they 
take the shape of mere raelo-dranaatic clap-trapa , . . 
which meretricious coups-de-theatre are within the 
reach of the meanest capacity. He should ascertain, 
that the action of the piece never stands still that the 
performers may give utterance to sounding sentences 
and long similies, but that in every scene something at 
all events is developed or efi'ected, which, although it 
may seem perhaps to retard the consummation, never- 
theless is indispensable to the forwarding or carrying 
on the main design, until wound up by the catastrophe, 
which should be happily introduced. 

When these points shall be clearly established one 
way or another ; . . and a conclusion is not so quickly 
arrived at as certain absolute Tpiruvte of their subject 
"minnows'" may imagine, it will be requisite to exa- 
mine the style in which the dramatist has clothed his 
conceptions. But style is a secondary consideration to 
character and story. Mere poetical diction may suffice 
to make a good dramatic poem, but, however indispen- 
sable, is wholly subordinate in an acting piece, which 
is very distinct from, andamucb more exalted achieve- 
ment of human genius than, the former. Wherever a 
passage of poetry is found isolated in a drama, and cau 
be abstracted without detriment to character or plot, 
the same ia an excrescenee, and consequently faulty. 
The two passages in pages seventeen and forty-three of 



the present attempt, where the excitement of the scene 
stagnates in description and soliloc|uy, may serve for 
examples of my meaning. As they were never in- 
tended for delivery on the stage, they ought not to 
have been suffered to break the entirely, or at least 
suspend the interest, of the respective scenes in solitary 
perusal. In a dramatic composition the imagery should 
be incorporated with the dialogue by an indissoluble 
tie, as par exemple, when Bankban, in the third act 
of my tragedy, has iterated again and ^ain, that 
Beatrice is his wife, Waradin, startled, at length ex- 
claims, " Who stirs? Who talks ^ My heart is void 
and lives on echoes sure." Here the poetical figure 
cannot be separated from the misgivfng, the incipient 
doubt of the speaker, because his adoption of the 
metaphor serves to indicate his feelings ; . . and this 
it is which constitutes one of the essential attributes 
of dramatic poetry, in contradistinction to poetry of 
every other description. 

I have been simple enough to throw much of the 
strength . . . the interest indeed, of my play upon the 
conduct and character of the royal heroine, instead of 
affording greater scope for the consummate genius of 
our living Roscius to expatiate in Waradin or Rodna. 
The circumstance, however, of my having portrayed 
the queen in such overpowering colours would not be 
imputed to me as a fault, did the stage boast of a 
Mrs. Siddona to illustrate my conceptions. 

The perusal of a good play, written with a view to 
representation, conveys no less pleasure to the cul- 
tivated mind than does its performance. The higher 
the character of the production, the greater that de- 
light ; and in my humble opinion there is not a single 
piece of Shakspeare's.let it he ever so well illustrated 
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Oil the stage, but what is still more eflTective with the 
imagination in the closet; which, however paradoxical 
it may appear, would not be the case with these 
wonderful works, were they of that class which goes 
by th« name of dramatic poems^ 

Since this play issued from the press, my conception, 
(the value of which, as an author's estimate, were 
somewhat analogous to that of a minus quantity in 
algebra) of the legitimate dramatic effects which might 
be struck out of the part of Gertrude has been cor- 
roborated by the flattering testimony of more than one 
individual, qualified in every respect by high talent 
and theatrical experience and ability to pronounce a 
judgment. Few persons who have not turned their 
attention to dramatic studies, are gifted with that 
prospective taste^ where a distinct insight into the 
nature and purport of any passage or scene, implies a 
consequent foresight of the impression the same is 
calculated to produce in representation. If the artiste 
who hereafter shall personate the Queen of Hungary 
only sympathise with, and let herself be borne away 
by, the rush of thought which agitated the author 
while employed in the portraying of her character, 
he is persuaded that many scenes, which may perhaps 
fall flat upon the reader's apprehension in the closet, 
would have a startling influence upon an audience. I 
shall not easily forget, how 

" My state of man 
Like to a little kingdom shook, and suffered 
The nature of an insurrection," 

When, throwing my whole soul into the passionate 
character of Gertrude, I wrote 

" Qaeen. {Solemnly,) 
Thou dost inflict such injuries upon me. 






,8 lit 1 were not that I am. 
(,WUh comnandhig passion). BegoDB ! 
That's what 1 have to beg. Get hence 1 My hate 
Should rest betwixt my soul and Heavea, who knows 
It is the only worship I can lift 
To the great King of kings." 
And this brings me again to the important point of 
diction. A review of my drama in a monthly 
periodical, which is composed throughout in the hand- 
somest spirit, and (were it not penned hy a total 
stranger, I might add) couched in terms much too 
flattering, is pleased to take an objection to my having 
"followed the forms of speech of times gone by." It 
|48 there, inter alia, observed, 

"His conceptiona have a bold and masculine character about them; 
laced in stays Elizabethan, stiffened and starched in ruffs and fur- 
belows, ae they are in style, the peerless form of genius burets its 
trammels, and refuses to be smothered or pent up in the restrunts 
of an antiquated fashion. It is to he hoped that Mr. Stephens, 
without losing his reverence for the past, will enfranchise his 
genius for the deUght of a present, and the admiring contemplaUon 
of a future age. That genius is evidently of the bold and original 
order of ' fine forms,' and should be allowed to take itsSiogin poetic 
guise as freely, as fearlessly, and therefore as triumphantly, as it 
has essayed and accomplished in prose," 

There is, 1 must admit, much in my play written in 
too quaint and antiquated a fashion for the compre- 
[^ension of a miscellaneous audience, the conscious- 
less of which induced me to intimate in the preface to 
le first edition, that the style wanted simplicity, 
hererer this charge can be substantiated, it should 
Iteyond a doubt be reprobated as a mortal dramatic sin, 
I only trust, that it will not have justly to be preferred 
against me in my next effort. But I submit with all 
f4ue deference, that the specimen from the second act 
' nted above, as welt as most other passages in my play, 
'lould not be reckoned as examples of this error. 
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The dullest intellect would surely find no difficulty to 
catch the sense ; and yet the turn of the language (as 
has been predicated of the greater portion of the 
present performance, as well in respect to its faults as 
/ merits), is intensely Shakspearian. So far from con- 
sidering the peculiar idiom of Shakspeare to be 
"caviare to the general," I hold that its characteristic 
chaTm and attribute is its dramatic force and sig- 
nificancy ; and am strongly of opinion^ that were that 
demi-divine being to rise from the tomb, with the view 
of composing another Hamlet or Lear to add to Mr. 
Macready's triumphs, he would repudiate all poetical 
phraseology but that which is his own, par excellence^ 
would especially eschew the verbose heroics of later 
days, as being too monotonous and feeble in their 
structure, too little sensuous (to use an obsolete but 
expressive epithet), too essentially anti-dramatic to be 
made the vehicle of human passions, or do justice in a 
rough, concise, and energetic tone of dialogue to his 
miraculous imaginings, . . his " power of magical con- 
centration." 

I have already observed, that I have modelled my 
dramatic style for the most part on that of Shakspeare. 
To such critics as are incapable of discovering this, I 
have nothing to say. 

In reply to others more knowing in their craft, who 
would ground thereon a charge of imitation or in- 
spiration at second-hand, I should wish to be allowed 
a brief defence. Having premised {to obviate all mis- 
representation) that (being of sane mind) I am of course 
perfectly conscious how wholly unworthy is my name 
to be sounded (save by way of explanation or argument) 
in the same century with that of our immortal bard, I 
protest against being accounted a mere imitator, 
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lecause I may have imbibed the tone and manner of a 

I mighty dramatist, and consequently, despising the con- . 

' strained and mincing measure of inferior models, dare 

attempt a key which I 6nd peculiarly adapted to ray 

purpose. 

Very maudlin verse, assisted by the enunciation, of 

isuch a master of his art as Mr. Macready, whose 
elocutionary tact at once gilds over the defects of the 
sense, and brings out in fine relief every sonorous 
common-place, may be made undoubtedly to afford a 
sort of gratification in delivery. Bui granting that 
the distinguishing critic may sometimes be awed into 
silence by the splendida peccata of genius, this surely is 
no reason why a higher order of composition, which 
avoids all false brilliancy, and involves a natural 
expression of passion, should be left uncultivated. 
It should be borne in mind, that they are the extrinsic 
qualities of Sbakspeare which are alone imitabte; Ills 
beauties were drawn from the eternal well-spring of 
nature and truth, whilher no man who professes the 
I fine arts should be interdicfed from repairing. 

It remains to be shown, why a dramatist, the vivify- 

I ing spirit of whose scenes is proper to himself, should, 

1 out of reverence, be debarred from the use of a mere 

Iform, which he conceives to be the most admirable that 

rean be selected. What should we think of a statuary 

who, in abstract admiration of Phidias, filled his studio 

with certain Dutch varieties of a wooden doll, and 

wrought upon their model? Why should I be con- 

t demned to take up with the declamatory rhythms of 

■Addison, or the wishy-washy system of composition 

Ifoliowed by Uoine and others, when the phraseology of 

or still better that of Shakspeare, is at my 

s my deliberate opinion, that there is 
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one dramatic style, after which a man, " whose 
moments should be ingots of thought," ought to strive, 
if he would write forcibly and to the point, and that is 
the style where passion and imagination interpenetrate 
one another . . or in other words the style of Shakspeare. 

Be that as it may, although the tragedy of Gertrude 
and Beatrice may be barred for the present its legiti- 
mate sphere of influence, I shall follow the strong bent 
of my nature, in the conviction, that true greatness in 
any line whatsoever is not a mere quality of relation. 
" Fame,"" writes an excellent dranmtist and critic to 
me in reference to my present performance, " Fame 
in fifty years hence will not content you, and it will be 
fifty years before the stage will exhibit anything like 
a genuine tragedian, to perform in a work like yours." 
But the fact is, I should be well contented with fame 
five hundred years hence, provided that it be '^ an 
honest fame"' and sterling, and that I could be sure of 
it ; " aye, there's the rub." 

I shall therefore persevere in my addresses to the 
muse who sways the noblest, albeit the most difficult, 
of all the departments of the Belles Lettres, I shall 
look neither to the right nor to the left, but shall en- 
deavour (" as a little child*") to write up to my own 
abstract idea of truthfulness and beauty. 

I shall follow my lofty calling ; although the gifting 
unreal forms with the likeness of the kingly crown of 
life . . which is that embodying of poetry in character 
and action that constitutes the drama . . be, alas ! 
employing my faculties on a subject, " for which" 
(to conclude with the opinion of the distinguished poet 
whom 1 have just quoted,) ''jfbr ivhich the present age 
has no love, and no knowledge,'^ 
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Wabadin, otherwise Andreas of Hungary {supposed dead), son of 
the late King Ladislaus. 

Count Bankban, an Octogenarian, 

Count Rodna. 

Count Ragotski, attached to Waradin, 

Count Nadastis. 

Balassi, follower of Count Rodna. 

Hassan, the Moor, 

Gertrude, Queen of Hungary and Moravia : Niece of the late King 
qf Hungary. 

Beatrice, Lady Bankban : Half Sister qf the Queen. 
• Jailor, Officers, Messengers, Attendants, Sfc. 



Scene ; Buda. 

Time ; the commencement of the Thirteenth Century. 



GERTRUDE AND BEATRICE. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I.— ^ Public Place.— Architectural View of 
Buda. — Enter Lords Bankban and Nadastis. 

I tell you , 

There s not a day but by his bold devices 

Rodna gains freali advantage o'er the crown. 

Still he cries out upon abuses, shedding 

A deal of rheum over Hungary's wrongs. 

Ay, there it is ! The tongue o' the base rabble 

From whence he sprung. But still opinion sticks 

On Rodna's honesty: 

He ever wins 
Those people's hearts he angles for withal 
By tears, and . . . 

Tush! tush ! Nadastis, lake me with you. Is he 
Whom men mightclasp in friendship; and in love 
Weak woman to the end? 

Ahem ! The Princess 
Not two days past preferred espousing you. 
Whose years approach fourscore! But what of 

that? 
The breathing of a loveliness may stir 
In me no more the Hue discoursing chords 
That yield the tongue's rare music ; I may tail 
In the prevailing harmony of lovers, . . . 
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Those sounds that flow betwixt the uttering 
And list'ning heart to live in this for ever, . . 
But what of that ? I poised an open heart 
Against his prime of life, and that besides 
To fill his scale that made him light indeed ! 
So his chance kicked the beam ! Look ye, my 

Lord, 
For all fame cries Count Rodna's character. 
He is self-loving and a braggart ; trust me 
He'd ruin as soon his country as his passion. 
I know by sure intelligence that the city 
Swarms with his sworn adherents . . . ruffians, 
Who only wait his word to cut our throats. 
They hold their nightly council in the grove 
That skirts the palace wall, but if the army . . . 
Na. Lo ! where he comes before the stream of the 

people. 

{Enter Count Rodna, Balassi, and Citizens.) 

Cits. Make way there ! 

Hark, for Lord Rodna ! Hungary and freedom ! 
Ro. Beseech you, fellow citizens, a word ; 

Have I your leave to speak? I've tidings for you. 
Cits. Let's hear his Lordship. Make him our orator — 

mark him ! 
Ro. Noble Lord Bankban fairly met — will you 

Unfold unto the crowd, or shall . . . 
Ba. Not L 

I have no voice to gloze and prate of wrongs ; 

And for aught else the people are spoiled. — Your 
servant. [Eadt Bankban. 

Bal. He prefers keeping house with his new countess. 
Ro. I'faith the lady warrants his devotion.- 

To worship at her fane were no idolatry, 

More than to lift the eye, and bend the knee, 

In adoration of the saints in heaven. 
Na. The Lady Beatrice is divine, or was so 

• Three days gone by, ere she declined your troth. 

Pity she's honest ! 
Ro. Ay, that's all the fault, 

• Since she . . . the minx ! her honesty reward her ! 
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Peo. We attend yoii, my Lord Rotlna. 

Eo. Down my heart ! 

(He ascends the roslrum.) 
Recal to mind ('lia not so long ago) 
How the great charter of our franchises 
Was wrested from King L&dislaus, the sire 
Of the Prince Andreas, who fell in Syria. 

{Enter Hassan.) - 

Peo. That was a gallant youth, and well reputed. 

Na. Andreas' days were brief. He appears to memory 
Like some frail exhalation which tlie dawn 
Robes in his orient hues, to fade too soon 
Away into the common air, 

Bal. a meteor course to set in blood ! he sought 

At the last gasp, as though she were his bride. 
The arms of victory, 

Peo. He was borne down by numbers. 

Ha. (^Significantly.) Some say they saw him rise ! 

Ro. (Confused, and shakiny his head.) Sirrah ! Be 
dumb ! 
The Prince was slain : hia father sleeps in peace ; 
Who long before had influenced the Diet 
To pass the law of settlement, whereby 
Andreas was strangely disinherited. 
Since he could only reign conditionally, 
By wedding his fair cousin. Should he die. 
Or else reject the alliance ... to ensure 
The acquisition of Moravia 
(Her widow's dowry) . . . uponPrinccssGertrude 
The crown was entailed. So, with proviso to 
Confirm the bond of Ladislaus, she came 
To be preferred to the throne. Meiv breath ! 
First she refused to appoint a Palatine ; 
At heel of that dissolved the Diet— we 
Convened without the city, till at length 
She chose Count Bankban to be Palatine ; 
But stripped the office of the Marshal's baton. 
When darkness in those days loured o'er the state. 
Who held the beacon light and heaved the lead ? 
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When every pilot had forgot bis course 

In the mid-sea, who, venturous, seized the helm. 

Nor, 'though her keel ploughed hell, let go his 

hold, 
Till our poor wreck was righted on the waves. 
And rode triumphant into liarhour ? Who? 
Who but your loyal servant, . . soon to prove 
A martyr for your safety ? 

Peo. May you be 

Immortal ! Hear him ! 

Na. Tongue valiant! Sword-fish! Good my Lord, 
speak forward. 

Ro. Speak, Lord Nadastis ; you. 

Peo. Only Lord Rodna ! 

None else ! 

Ro. You see ! kind friends ! So ! I obey. 

Peo. Hurrah for Rodna t Great emancipator! 

Long live Lord Rodna ! Down with despotism ! 

Ro. Sirs, at the instance of the Court, the troops 
Have lately struck their tents, and concentrate 
Their strength at Waradin, ere, as I'm advised. 
They march on Buda, Thus her Grace, would 

crack 
The brittle seal of kings, and spoil its impress. 

Bal. Wc are fairly in the toils, and not e'en flight .... 

Ro. Why how should stone walls fly? Flight! — 
Foolish thought. 
Fly at the tyrant's throat, and stick like bull dogs. 
So she lie throttled when the rescue comes. 

(Enter a Messenger.) 
Mess, The Count Ragotski on his march from Waradin 

Was set upon by a devilish horde of Tartars : 

Our leader, . . . 
Ha. The brave Ragotski ! 
Mess. Sir, I saw him roll 

Cloven to earth — when, all being lost, I fled. 
Ha. You should not have fled to save a worthless life. 

By this lord's leave I will recount the issue. 
Ro. (Aside to Hassan.) 

I shan't forget to call you to account : — 
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Ro. 

I Ma. 

Ro. 
Ha. 
Ro. 



{Aloud) — We hang upon thy tidings. 

At tbe instant 
Of brave Ragotski's fall, we might behold 
Far off, come whirling down the Hnme-lit hills, 
Through hostile trenches, doubly armed with 

brand 
Of dripping fire, and falchion, purple stained 
To deepest die, with warlike yell that shook 
The air like thunder, a plumed warrior : 
A lightning flew about nim when he broke 
Tlirough to our quarry, withering all resistance ; 
Whereat, with courage struck, th' Hungarian 

troops 
Thrust once more into action. He, the while . . . 
The knight, a fragment of a banner in's grasp. 
Foremost ran reeking o'er the lives of foemen , 
Like to a comet of revenge ; nor reined 
Hia ire, nor fetched a breath, till leagues were 

placed 

Betwist us and the rout. Then he reformed 

Dared he retain the conduct ? 

All vailed to him 
As if in superstition, whilst he bore 
Himself as one upon whose head sat honour. 
By ancient wearing grown familiar there. 
You blazon highly, . , but his rank J 

The troops 
In honour of hia triumph style him Waradin. 
And this knight threatens Buda 1 

He's hard by. 
There's some that hear me know, these checks 

are pale 
With labouring for your good ; nay, most have 

witnessed, 
How I liave dared the Court, and the Court's 

minions. 
The summer days were all too short to wrestle 
With iron-handed power: on winter nights 
Have 1 outwatched the stars, in counselling 
How best to bridle and suppress the pride 
And rage of tyranny ! Have I, like Atlas, . . . 
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Yes, 'twas myself took the State's reeling pillars. 
And pitched them firm and even, I ! . . . But say, 
Is it not so ? I make appeal to each, 
Is it not so ! 

Peo. We know you for a patriot ; 

A staunch one too, who would achieve our 
liberties. 

Ro. If I've affected wealth, 'twas for your service ; — 
If honours — ^but to wear them for your use. 
I sought the Princess Beatrice in marriage 
For your advantage, when her royal sister 
Forced her to yield her hand to the Lord Palatine. 
Anon will be my arrest : . . . Straight bind me. 

Sirs, 
As expiation of your falling off; 
Seize me, in token ye are slaves. 

Peo. We'll die, first! 

Ro. Whv, tyranny and I must clash. The Queen 
Will break into the temple of a life, 
Too open to the uncheck'd will of law. 
I taught, that freedom from the aspiring branch, 
Must be pluck'd boldly. If the o'er ripe fruitage 
Be shower'd to earth by breath of wanton power, 
'Tis ashes to the taste. To be worth having, 
It should be seized — taken, like Heaven . . - by 

storm ! 
Now kneel your way into the mercy of 
Her Grace, and trench your safeties with my 
blood. * 

Peo, Rather we'll glue our privilege with our own 
To our swords' edge. 

Ha. (Sarcastically,) And leave the unwiped stains 

To emblaze your Honours' tombs. The arms 

will make 
A rusty city hatchment when youVe earth. 

Ro. But, sirs, tnis victory? These armed myrmidons ? 

Bal. We swerve not, though these men do take their 
morsel 
To rip their country's bosom. 

Peo, Shut the ports ! 

Make Rodna Palatine ! 
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{Flourish without. The Peo-plc gather 
round Rodna.) 

Brave hearts, iJelioU 
The executioner ! who bears his doom. 
Who were too proud to breathe 'twist beaveii 

and earth 
In Buch a land for ever ! 

What a patriot! 
We'll die for Rodiia. iJodaa and liberty! 
Yoice. Now for rebellion ! Oh ! I ne'er rebelled 
Before in all my life. 'Tis rare ! Hurrah ! 
. {Aside.) Now to take shelter from the storm. 
What Hassan ! 
Hark! hither! a word. 

[_Exeunt Roona and Hassan. 

{Enter Guard.) 
[,. Down with those tools of power! their diet's 
poison ; 
Like toads they feed upon corruptions only. 
Strike, friends, for Rodna ! Down with tyranny ! 
{The Mob assail the Soldiery, who are 
driven off.) 
^tt Cil. Lead on ! lead on ! we'll fire the palace, and 

Depose the tyrant, and make Rodna king. 
2rf C. Ay, ay, a king of our own making, friends. 
Bdt.. You are too hot. That is not Rodna's end. 
2d C. Why, no ! 'tis the beginning of his reign ; 

tAnd that is better, as I take it. On I 
[£!xetint Bal&ssi and Mob, shouting "Rodna 
and Liberty ! A Coronation and Emanci- 
pation ! Hurrah .' " 
{Re-enter Rodna and Hassan.) 
. You ^«ave quitted Syria. 
'Twas too shrewd an air, 
' You're milder here ! 
You may find this loo hot ! 
Milder! S'dcatb, do you play witU mei die- 



8 GERTRUDE AND BEATRICE. [act i. 

Ha. I've stolen hither . . . 

Ro. Ay, uninvited, like a disease ; I prav you 

Go as you came. You will not? Well : what boon 
Comes next? My purse again ? 

Ha. Not Plutus' purse 

Buys me henceforth, nor my desires; I'm proud; 
Nor'U barter that which makes all wise men 

wealthy 
For any measured dross. 

Ro. Then what would'st have? 

Ha. Power! 

Ro. I'm no (Edipus to pierce the shadows 
Your brain is rich m. 

Ha. Why for all you've broke 

The heartstrings of authority, he crawls 
In all the energy of venomous life. 

Ro. Scotched snakes will writhe till death. — What's 
else to say ? 

Ha. Those snakes are slow in dying, whilst their 
sting • . . 

Ro. Content ye : thousands in the trim of Mars, 

Like dragon's teeth long sown, await my stamp 
Upon the oozing earth. 

Ha. The eye of Waradin will drink their blood, 

Blast their right arms to jelly, and their spears 
Wither to reeds. Lord Rodna, I have seen him, 
•Just dropped from heaven betwixt conflicting 

armies ; 
And whilst his stirrup gave the law of battle. 
Whole squadrons sank beneath the fatal ven- 
geance 
That flew about his head. He looked a ^od, 
Or at 'the least a king . . . May be he'll prove 
such. 

Ro. What king ? Of yonder cloud ? 

Ha. Of Hungary ! 

He'll gain the crown — -take it advisedly — 
As his victories ... at a glance. And is it likely 
He will live quiet here ? The hour he's nestled 
Within the warm Queen's bosom makes the 
period 
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Of your far reaching fortunes. 

To what tends tliis ? 

By Allah ! but the earth will void no 

To shiver tlie strong stuel that Justice shakes 

Already at you, 

Hassan ! 

Which she shakes 
Instinctively in blindness. Should her hand 
Be guided, and the metal pierce you? Ha! 
Check your rude tongue and ruder thought. 

Then tell nie 
The office you'd abuse, like earth, for that 
Which may be wrung from out its vitals ; name it. 
And what you bid for't. 

'Tis a sort of office . . . {pauses) 

Come, Hassan, you do well to pause, but speak; 
And then be gone, and trouble me no more. 
I'd be a baron ! There, the word's let loose ! 
In Africa, is't ? 

You were of no mark once ; 
And see if my dimensions yield no shadow, 
As great or greater. Oh I methinks in soul 
I'm grown a baron- 

What companion thee, 
A hireling slabber, with the lords of Hungary ? 
If this realm's heir was stabb'd . . . thou wert 

the hirer. 

{In agitation) Honours, Hassan 

You dare to taunt me ? . . . Ha ! . . . rest in the 

crovm. 
A word from you, and .... 
Why urgest this for ever ? thy hand did act it. 
I will appoint you forthwith governor 
Of Buda fortress. 

But my thoughts aim further ; . . 
Above a vulgar height. 

ThisWaradin? 
I've plotted, till like stars from blackest skies 
My brain shoots forth bis portents. These his 

troops. 
By my device, do more than half suspect 
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Ragotski was slain by orders of Queen Gertrude; 
IVe put on HIM suspicion of the deed, 
Do you follow my cue, and . . . 
Ro. {Interrupting) Join me anon. 

Queen Gertrude shall create my friend a baron. 

[Exit RODNA.' 

Ha. For my own sake I must be rid of Waradin. 
Redeemed from slavery ? at large ? in Buda ? 
He has razed his likeness, yet my eyes did pierce 
Thie royal impress I was suborned to spoil 
Three years gone by. My forged tale of his 

murder, 
And by my hand, passed fairly off with Rodna. 
But now he's here ! Tfaith, I m of his counsel. 
Having ripp'd his papers, and kept back his 

letters. 
I know, that sooner than he'd ever swerye 
From the nice point of honour that he stands on. 
The world might roll away beneath his feet. 
Be*t as my chance points out : Ffaith Pll follow 
Its becking ; and occasion be my star. [Exit. 



( _ 

SCENE II. — Apartment in the Palace. — Enter 

Queen. 

Qu. (After pacing up and down several times in an agi- 
tated manner,) 
Rodna is rescued ! So I hold my crown 
Of him, . . king's lives rest in their diadems. 
My crown? My life ! my life ? Oh that is little ! 
What is't to reign, when the mad populace 
Turn all our blessings into shames, and laugh 
At our resistance ? No, but it is hard 
To draw our breath 'mid contumelies that cease 

not. 
Till he, who dares usurp upon one right. 
Depose us, or else strike us to the centre. 
How easy were it to end at once ! The gnawings 
Ever at the primal seat of life exceed 
Ripping of veins and poison. Oh ! but then 
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a defeat our veogeance for these stings. 
'I overwith base scorns. Die? Pisb|j| 




ril last them out. 

Boldly confront insult with silence, , , See tl 

With heroic patience and deceptive smiles, 

Dispose my patrimony at their pleasure ; 

Li¥eon,albeit in torments ! Heaven! how long? 

Lord Ttodna, blindly resting on the mob, 

Runs on in haste. My basis is secure, 

Let me stand firm. Yet 1 could weep salt tears, 

But that the furies that I feel within me 

Turn all to flame they meet with. I am curious 

How far must I endure? Oh ! may I never. 

Worn out, throw up in some impatient minute 

The game with my life, but still hold on, and 

suffer 
The worst that man can breathe. 
{Enter Messenger.) 

My troops are in sight? 
s. Bnda is conscious of the change — Already 
Some hundred men at amis do line her streets. 
The vanguard probably. 

For saying so 
There is a portion for thy child. I have not 
Felt so myself since first the kingly hoop 
Circled my brow. My life is tingling here, . . . 
And here . . . through every pore. Great God, 1 

thank thee ! 
Will I not pasli this foe, o' the mob's creation. 
To his original atoms? Tell our chief 
I stretch my heart to meet him, 
*. Waradin 

Is missing. 

When will 't end? Pray stand off further. 
Bid my guard , . . Stay ! The Tartar he laid low ; 
TheTartar? Giveraeairl I'veheardyou: go — 
(Kvit Messenger.) 

Myfoe8,morerude. . . my lieges' herein the city. 
In Buda ! may be smote by the same edge. 
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Let me not step too far until that I 




Can stretch authority to pull the law 




Upon their heads. 




{Enter Beatrice.) 




How now ;— The Countess Bankban ! 




Well thou pale aspen 1 


^H L. B 


Madam ! Oh, my sister ! 


^1 Qu. 


How fures fair Beatrice now? 


^H B 


You beat know. Lady, 
To whom I am indebted for my joys; 
rfaith they are lonely ones, . . Made up of hopes 








Impossible,— so I would turn from flatteries 




Of other days into the heart of rest. 


^M Qv. 


Fie, Lady Bankban ! 


^f 


Prithee pardon me : 




I have of late ta'en to my inward soul, 




Thoughts that prefigure something terrible. 




Yet in reversion, so like the stricken deer 




I wend me home. 


^1 Ql7. 


A wife's home is her husband's. 


^M L. B 


You mock me — mine is in the grave, where 1 




Have set ray heart. 


■ Qu. 


Thou doat dream waking. 


H 


I 




Have slept with open eyes too long ; since when 
My affianced, who had been a king this day 
Of Hungary, lay slurred in the rank mould. 
'Tis well with him. 








^1 Qu. 


If you mean Andreas, 




He'd reign indeed with this reserve, not else, 




That he hold all power of me, in right of marriage. 


^M L. B 


To think, that worms, and beasts, and men live on. 




That I survive, and that the joyful sun 




Should shake rich light on this dis'ch anted earth ; 




And thou beneath it .' I will creep down, and find," 




And share thy heritance. 


^1 Q0- 


Girl, peer not thus 




Into the depths of thought. 


^H L. B 


Your eyes ne'er looked 




On liim I loved. He visited Erdely 



scKNB II.] GERTRUDE AND BEATRICE, IS 

When you wen? happy in MoraTia. 

Our Father loved him so, . . And he is low ! 

As low as death. 

Qu. Art 'ramoured on his grave? 

Beshrew thy dolour ! if my Lord thy husband 
Heard thee, it would occasion difference. 

L. B. Thoud'st piece it then; what matters ? Thou 
didst make 
A prop'rty of my hand, betrothed to death, — 
Took me (for shame !) in an adulterous minute. 
And wreck'd my virgin honor. Heaven reward 
you ! 

Qu. How can'at say so ? You might have wed Lord 
Rodna. 

L, B. Therefore I say it ; Fie on you! why my flesh 

Crawls, and my torn heart sickens at that name, 
But spoken by a stranger. Oh, you lulled me 
Withnectarous grape, . . the nigh tit closed around 
So rapturously stilt ; I laid my head 
Upon your lap. The foldings of my brain 
Wrapt up intolerable consciousness 
Of holy nuptial rites where vows were spells. 
And the robed priest some ministering demon : 
And my head swam, till sleep indeed beguiled 
Tlie very soul of sense . , . But I awoke ! 

Qu. When next these fits [We all must bear our tor- 
tures . . . 
They are most silent who most suffer. Sorrows 
That rage are weak ; despairis dumb] . . . when they 
Distract you, keep within ! bethink thee whose 
Thou art , . . thy high blood royal ! 

L. B. Whose I am* 

Rather what was I, I^ady ? I teas wedded 
To the chaste memory of the King's son Andreas ; 
I am the wretched paramour of Bankban. 

Qc. Thy check lies in our silence. 

L. B. Oh 1 they're fine, 

These airs of pageant power ... I am too sad for 'em. 
'Tia not fornothingsome unquiet spirit 
Now walks upon my blood, and whispers woe : 
From whence! It is some comfort still, I must 
Have touched my topmost grief. 
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Qu. Mere &Dcies, child! 

Find other basiness. we have aflbirs in hoind. 

L. B. When, soon I hope, Tm ashes, — ^I can't lire - . . 
When I shall be forgotten dast . . . Oh then. 
My sometime sister, mark my testament ; — 
There is but one sole thing in all this world 
Thoa*st left me to bequeath thee, . . may it work 
Some tOQches of remorse ! . . say, wilt accept it ? 

Qc. Name it, fair sister ? 

L. B. Sister, my forgiTcness ! \_Exit. 

Qu. Her plaints do steal into my heart, and draw 
My spirits from me. Twas the ragae report 
That AndreasBTed...nodoubtthetalewasndse. . . 
Which made me do this. She misdoubts no potion. 
Bat never memory of her nuptial night 
Will visit her lorn hours. 

(Enter Officer.) 

Offi, There's one without 

Craves audience of your Highness. 
Qu. Fm unwell : 

I can see no one. Is he a stranger. Sir? 
Offi. Your Grace, an armed knight. 
Qu. Ha! irt be Waradin ? 

My chair of state ! 

{Officer reaches chair : Queen seats herself at some 

distance,) 

Admit him, and retire. 

(Exit Officer, who re-enters with Waradin, and 

again exit,) 

Qu. He is my Mars, — such was the form beguil'd 
Sick Venus of her heart. 

Wa. (In abstracted meditation — ) 

Those hours which made 
The history of childhood now, at once. 
Re-awakened in me, swarm, and haunt my brain. 
Like phantoms from the voiceless grave given 

bacK. 
Each gentlest echo, shape, and hue, and odour, 
Jls moulded into thought, that like a sunbeam, 
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Makes way ut once into the iDinost cave, 
Where memory hoards up phantasies, which are 
Most dear to tier, 'midst some she would lose 

sight of. 
My own light fearful tread upou the floor, . . . 
The very air hath magic ! 

So should look 
Who'd challenge sovereignty ! Why do his eyes 
Pause, as they'd make an inventory of all 
Within the scope of sight ? His outward frame 
Methinks a palace such as crowned Honor 
Might proudly dwell in. 

{Still in abstraction.)— Here my ireful parent, . . . 
Once he was sick ... I sought him wliere he lay 
Alone at rest — his head upon that cushion : 
Methinks I see him 8tlll, even as I stole, 
And kissed away from his pale brow the dew 
Some angry dream had loosened irom his brain. 

But he rose up in hia sleep my royal father ! 

Rose from his feverish couch, and suddenly 
Awoke, and felled me at his feet. Good God ! 
His hot wrath frights my soul ? No, here 1 stand, 
Unminded on the marble where I bled ! 
IQd. Often deep thought is holy as the mysteries 

Of Nature. I will step aside. [-Exit Queen. 

(Still in abstraction.) — No tongue 

In Buda gives me welcome from the grave. 

Dead in the world's regard, and, willed away 

By my unloving Sire, my title sleeps. 

These walls they cast me forth I My place is 

filled, 
And mine own land no land of mine. Then let me 
Reereet her as my country not my kingdom. 
Why should a king's son seek allegiance, who ia 
Nor heir at law nor love, but like an alien 
Thrust out of the blood ? 

{Re-enter Queen.) 

Sir stranger ! 
A. {Catching the word, but still in abstraction.) — 

Stranger ! 
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Of course, for none did sympathize with me 
From my sad cradle up. 

Qu. I have still to wait 

This gentleman's courtesy, but I'll stay his 
pleasure . [Seats herself, 

Wa. (Still in abstraction.) 

How strong imagination works within ! 
No eye rained light on me. No voice e'er blessed , 
Save hers . . . My gem ! set in her own pure crystal 
As th' evening star in Heaven to make men 

pious ; . . 
My Cynosure in life's trackless ocean ! She 
Shot all her virtues in my soul, until 
It grew to her likeness, and I half believed 
Her inarticulate fondnesses, and deemed ' 
I mi^ht indeed be cared for ... for myself. 
Should she not feel that I am near her ? Surely ! 

Qu. I can brook this discourtesy no longer. 

(Queen, rises^ advances^ and fronts the knight.) 
We are the Queen! — of Hungary, and . . , 
Kneel, Sir ! 

Wa. ' My path's eclipsed ! 

That glorious shape, with stern and flashing eyes 
(How like ! but an ! less lovely . . . not so dark) 
Like sworded. seraph at the gates of Paradise, 
Would bar return unto my native seat. 

Qu. Excellent this ! Why stand'st with pallid lips, 
' Quivering of nothings? Though tne choicest 
marble 
That e'er took flesh and blood, thou yet should'st 

teach 
Thy firm-set limb to bend. 

Wa. Oh ! pardon Lady : 

I dreamt. 

Qu. I know it — else, I promise you ! 

What was your dream ? 

Wa. About a beauteous bird, 

Which built not for itself, but sucked the sweets 
It met with when it broke its shell. 

Qu. Was'tlnot 

The Cuckoo ? 
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Not exactly so ; it IiaJ 
Methouglit a lien upon its crested aiery 
By sovereignty of Nature. 

Dreams, my Lord, 
Do sympathize in mangled cliaractery 
With th' action of our lives ; . . A royal nest '! 
, No nest; but ripe pearl blossoms, twined to 

wreaths 
For it to lie on, set upon a rock, 
Crested with colours of the vapoury bow 
Conspicuous far, ■ , A rock of alabaster. 
Shimmering with silvery brightness ; hard to 

climb ! 
Inlaid with pearl, and exquisite red rubies. 
Loosed from the veins of earth, in drops like 

blood. 
And all about methougbt my eye beheld 
Mountains of diamond and etherial sapphire 
Lift np, and paint thebeams that fell from Heaven . 
Unvalued stqnes, hewn from steep rocks with 

danger, 
And silver, gold, and crystals, dug i'the heart 
Of the majestic world, wherein they hid 
Like precious thoughts, spread round, as smooth 

as lakes. 
And for the bird^'twas wondrous ! but its body 
RoU'd from about it eyes, like shooting stars. 
Its wings were rosy feathered with new moms, 
On which, as on a light-cloud's bosom, heaving 
With whispers in the wind, it sailed, like Fancy, 
Close to the earth, but I think never touched it. 
Though paved with hearts to tread on. 

'Las, my Lord, 
You shape your idle moods and paint the air. 
Look round and put on life. 

To dream again ? 
{Kneels.) Thou sit'st on Ladislaus' throne. . . long 

may'st become it ! 
You make amends. Rise Sir. Tliou art culled? 

Speak forth. 
Gentle, i dare believe ? 
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Wa. 



I've led your army. 
And crave your grace. 

For being iny saviour? 
Oh! we come short of thanks, but thou wilt in' 

struct U8 
How best to show our heart. — ^Thy name ? 

I3 Andreas. 
Ha ! Thou dost startle me to call thyself so. 
Fair Sir, our subject ? 

Not a subject; only 
Your Highness' soldier. 

Sure Beilona's minion ! 
Andreas ? A glorious nanie ! . . . And it is j'ours ? 
Aught else? Nay Sir, I'm no inquisitor; 
It is enough, thy carriage gives thee blazon. 
(Aside.) The pride that would seem hid, looks 

beautiful 
In the false shows and aspect of his eye. — 
( To Aim.) Andreas ! our Royal Cousin, was thus 

called, 
Who would liave been our husband. 

Madam! Husband! 
Or else his title's barr'd. With Ladislaua, 
A patriot care for Hungary prevailed, 
More than a parent's love. A warlike name ! 
I'm 'gaol'd, you are to know, here in my palace ; 
And stood in need of legions, . . but thou It serve 
Too weighty chaise for the feeble Palatine, 
To underprop this land. Sure some good angel 
Whispered, to keep the baton back in fee 
Of such high deeds. Andreas, wilt be our knight ? 
In the ranks of death. 

I doubt not, Thou'rt gentle ; 
But thy degree ? 

No herald owns it, Madam ; 
Nor to the armed lists calls the lost child 
Of an illuBtrioua line. My state is a blank, , 

And keeps no Borlance with my parentage. 
A blank ? Aj*, stainless, but that thy shield had 

won 
At Waradin its blazon ; and we have foes 
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That promise warlike peril, whicli to know 
Is a stern joj, that stirs my heart till it leaps 
Up to my throat, for tboii art on my side ! 
Please you to take them, Sir, in hand, and throw 

their 
Pretences back i'the vile dust they sprung from ? 

i. Trust me their treasons knock against my heart, 
And will, until 1 see thee breast their frowns 
Like stately swan through turbid waters gliding, 

'. There, seal thy covenant upon my hand, 
Which shall forget its otEce, sooner than I 
Thy loyalty . . , it subdues me , , , good my Lord 
Marshal ! There is one of these consorted rebels, 
I love, as flames unquenchable ; 'tis he ■ 
Engenders this foul knot within the bowels 
Of Hungary. 

i. Count Rodiia? 

OU my thought 
Aches at him ! He'd unstate hs, and profane 
Our Throne. 

4. 'Tis not yet vacant. 

And what then ? 
Yet it may be divided ! If it were Sir, 
Should he, who was littered 'midst the common 

herd 
Debase the stool of empire? Then, by Jove 'h 

thunder ! 
Let brawling daws scale aieries, and their eyes 
Grow at noon day i' Phoebus' brow. 

k. The laws should be enforced, 

. (With enerffv,) Oh ! Sir, Sir, Sir, 

My liegea love to see my feminate hand 
Hold feeble truncheon. I'd say something. . well 
To morrow, if we live, . , Andreas ! . , {ske sighs) 
No matter, 

.. Great Queen 1 

What were we talking of? Sweet Sir, 
Authority, whose front was terrible. 
Has gone by like a vision ! where 's our strength ? 
It melts before this demagogue's hot breath, 
Like the high arch of heaven in wafer drops, 
c 2 
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His every motion levels at the crown, 

Towards which he stalks familiarly ; indeed 

Ere this he had into the bosom slunk 

Of our fair sister : but that 

Wa. Lights of heaven ! 

And thou the Queen on't, Moon ! and Stars ! and 
. . . yet 

Say not she is disloyal ? 
Qu. You lose colour ; 

As I was telling you, The Lady Beatrice. . . » 
Wa. Thou didst ! . . . And she? . . Mutable skies ! . .Do 

fipeak. . 
Qu. Dear, my Lord Andreas, There is no occasion 

So to start off: Oh, Sir ! My sister scorned • 

Him, and his suit alike. 
Wa. {To himself) I knew 'twas no such thing ! where 
does she hide ? 

Love is not love, which owns no heavenly in-? 
stinct ; 

The electric chord within thrills to a voice. 

Above the sense of reason, or the sole 

Bright flower that's left of Eden 's nothing worth. 
Qn. Thy thoughts are away, fair Lord. 
Wa. I do beseech you ! 

Did you speak ? 
Qu. He must out of hand be seized on. 

Wilt dare the Hydra, whose soul Rodna is, 

And rid me of my hate 1: 
Wa. Lady thou shalt 

Leap safe into thy regal seat, and th^e 

Ride the curbed jade triumphant. 
Qu. Take my ring, 

There ! I am grown coward. Please you pardon 
me. 

'Tis a vast peril that I put you to . . . 

Save for your wisdom ... To 't I trust my safety 

Wholly. Consult how to divorce henceforth 

My terror from my heart. Yet mind your 
health. 

For, Sir . . . for my sake. . . {she sighs) . . . Andreas, 
have a care ! 
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. Fear not ! My friend Ragotski ; who was wounded, 
Not killed, at Waradin, heads your army hither. 

On his arrival But be sure of this, 

Whate'er the tempest, not a breath shall shake 
A blosBom of thy glories to the ground. 
So faithful! There's a recompense behind. 
To guerdon, as becomes us, thy free service, — 
Which to coiijirni, this hand i tender you . . . 
A royal recompense ! Sweet 8ir, adieu ! 
. Good angels save you ! On my tongue is a 

weight : 
1 cannot syllable the name i' my heart ; 
It lies too deep to be met tripping, nigh 
The heedless lip . . And yet ... A single word ? 
{Sighinff) Oh heart! I knew you not, for all 1 

looked 
So fully on you. Once more good day, Andreas ! 
[Exit Queen. 
. Alone ! in all the world : but most so here ; 
And quenched that spirit which should blaze 

within, 
Like fire i' the heart of the deep mine of earth. 
Mine's cold as rock! Suppose 1 claim the 

sceptre I 
By sequence and by natural course 1 should 
But take possession of my rights. What spoil 
That brow where royalty hath set his seal? 
If this earth's shadows will eclipse her peace. 
If dangerous woes inhabit her clear orbs 
Until they darken into splendour, 1 
Will never gather the dense clouds, nor attract 
The wrathful lightning. For me at least 
They may rest tranquil ! Though a call like . 

mine 
Would bear a noble semblance. A king's son . . , 
A king by fair succession, let his life 
Run by as thin neglected sand ! Oh fie on't ! 
To have the crest tliat should as proudly bend, 
As the blue Iris, fade in sign of nothing! 
Perchance to the world's end be registered 
The prodigy of kings, to aftnght succession. 
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Oh ! were I drowsier than the grave, and 

sluggish 
Beyond the dormouse, some infuriate dream 
Would sting me back to life. My waned state 
Will be a mock, unless Time blot my name 
Out of his book. He might have heav'd the 

heaven, 
Andreas, but fear'd the bearing ! Say I share 
Tlie crown of Hungary? She did look and 

whisper ... 
But her eyes spoke before she found her voice. . . 
** And it may be divided !" Out on me now ! 
What marry Gertrude, and I love and languish 
[Though I beguile the minutes out of fear] 
So for her sister! Where my soul 's thy saint ? 
I faint in my hopes, but know not why. I heard 
This palace was her temple. I'll seek further. 

[Exit. 

END OF ACT 1. 



ACT II. 

« 

SCENE L— Grand Hall in the Palace.— A noise is 
heard without — " Down mth Count Banks an ! 
Make RoDNA Palatine! Rodna Lord Palatine ! 
On to the Palace, on! Rodna our Palatine and our 
General! Ring out the alarum bell!** Alarum; 
ringing of hells, — Enter Servants^ meeting the 
Queen. 

Ser, Fly! we shall all be murdered. . No — this way. 

Yon passage is blocked up. Oh bloody hour ! 

Hell hath cast forth his devils. 
1^^ Offi, Bid the guards 

Charge on the rioters. 
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i Offi. ^ Lord Bimkban gave 

The order. 
\st Offi. Well? 

2nd Ojffi. The men refused obedience ; 

And flatly swore to care for no command, 
Save that of the Field Marshal 

What is he? 
vffi. Lord Rodna. 
Bu. The City is a wilderness of wolves ! 

Am 1 in the midst alone ? Sir, where are those 
From Waradin ? 

Aloof, in their own quarters. 



{Enter anothtT 



^cer.) 



^t Offi. Ha ! -what now ? 

Qffi> They have scaled Lord Bankban's house : 
the roof's uncover'd. 
Tliey drag the Palatine hither : yon behold them ? 
Qu. Ay, without eyes, I do. 
Offi. Shut to the gates. 

" These are my subjects ! Blessed state of kings 
To govern such ! That their whole life were in 
One neck ! which I . . . 
{ To the Officer) Hie to their quarters Sir, 
And bring me up my troops to turn the shock 
Of this mad sea-breach. 

I nm back directly. 
Our need requires swift foot. {^Exit Officer, 

Meanwhile I'm patient ; 
Nay, will speak words of sooth. In trice of 

time 
Lord Waradin must he here, and with a look 
Will strike them on their knee. 

lExit Queen. 

(Great tumult without. Shouts of " Make 
RooNA Palatine ! Down with despotism ! 
Roi)\A and Liberty!") 

(Extunl Officers.) 
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{Enter several who run across the stage full of 
terror. Renewed shouts — "Sown with 
Count Bankban ! Ring out the alarum 
bell." A rush of the populace. Conflict 
with guards. Guards driven off. Enter 
Lord Rodna witkLoRD Base-bas prisoner. 

What ho ! Hassan, 
Sii" Governor ! 

(Enter Hasban with two or three.) 

Be it your charge to see 
To the oi-der of this Lord's imprisonment, 
Upon our warrant. 

(Hassan hows: the guards lay hands on 
Bankbah. Exeunt Habban and guafd, 
having Bankban in custody: stage fills.) 

Now the death song sing 
Of pageant despotiaiii. 



GRAND CHORUS OF PEOPLE. 

Hail 1 Oh Hungaria's Spirit hail ! 
At Freedom's call resume thine ancient fire, 
To all thy former fame aspire ; 
Clash thy base fetters till thy rulers quail. 
H ark the trump of Freedom sounds ! ■ 

Every heart with hope rebounds ! 
And flashing beTinera are unfurled on hi(;h : 
Whilst our ruthless Lords aghast. 
Shake with terror of the blast. 
The vault of heaven beats back the cry ; 
Echoing, with the shock of thunder. 
Death to the Tyrant L Freedom to the slave ! 
Reclaim the rights that Nolure Kave ! 
Burst your servile chains asunder, 
(Ab erst ye swelled beyond the room 
Of your aoguish'd mother's womb) 
Or your shame from heaven's wonder 
Hide in shadow of the tomb. 
Hungaria ! trample in the ffory earth 
The pomp of selfish power ! The haughtiness of biith ! 
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See the Morn of FVeedom rise, 

Bright'niiig glorious id our skieii ; 

Before Ihe vivifying ray 

The night of vassalage fades away, 

And DeBpntigm dies; • 

Melting from our dazzled sight, - 

Like unto dissolving spray 

In tlie depths of liquid light. 

Justice rules with high dominion, 
Genius plumes his eagle pinion. 
Even' patriot soul is burning. 
Kindled with the sacred flame, 
Golden ages are returning, 
Eras of eternal Fame ! 

And thou great Rodna '. lab'ring )□ the skies, 
Where Fame aloft holda back the solemn prize, 
Tempting thy soul to achieve each dangerous deed j 
Now that thy well-concerted toils succeed, 
Thy country s plausive voice shall prove thy glorious 

Once agpin with power arra/d, 

Snow-dad Dacia lifts her head, 

G^y bright'ning in the blaze, 

Rodna, of thy hard-eam'd praise. 

tier free epints, here assembled. 

In divine equality. 

To catch the accents of thy voice. 

To wliich their hearts have ofttimes trembled. 

When it called on Liberty, 

Hail thee. Champion of their choice ! 

Uungaria's advocate 1 whose patriot zeal 

Pleads energetic, and ensures her weal. 

By thine omnipotence of tongue. 

Behold the fell despoiler Simg 

From that arbitrary throne. 

Whose glittering pomp her false ambition fed. 

And made indignant nations groan. 

To righteous Itodna now she bows- her rayleas head! 

Move your feet to our sound. 

Whilst we greet all this ground 

With bis honour and his name, 

Who defends our Uvea from shame. 

Sons of Genius 1 Souls of tire '. 
Sweep with daring hand the lyre, 
For ne'er did Duna's haunted stream 
To our patriot poet's dream 
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Like argument inspire. 

Worth alone shall reip^n victorious ; 

Pomp unequalled ! TViiunph glorious ! 

Feudal power the neck is bendmg. 

He hath heard the stem decree ; 

See the serfs their bonds are rending^ 

Hungary r^se ! Rejoice ! You are tree ! 



{A voice without) 

Make way there for her Highness ! 
Mob. Break off! The Queen approaches. 

( The crowd and soldiery leave a passage for 
the Queen^ through which she advances 
up the stage,) 
Qu. Masters ! . . 

(Aside.) Dogs ! Masters ! • . 
To the Mob, with a forced calmness.) 

My good subjects, what's the cause 
You make my house your inn ? Have I been 

gracious, 
Have I been ever mild, and must my state 
Be forced to stoop so low, that you can violate 
My privacy unbidden ? 
Ro. Now rate her roundly. 

\st Mob. We will have none other than Rodna. 
2nd. He shall be Marshal ! 
3rrf. Make him Palatine ! 
4M. Let Bankban bleed ! 

bth. And him, too, that led the army hither from 
Waradin, 
The murderer of Ragotski ! 
Qu. Leave not me out, but to your list of slaughter 
Couple a royal name, and grace the scroll 
That tells your triumph ; — all shall be let blood, 
So please ye will it so. 
1^^ Mob. , We'll have no tyrants ! 

Qu. (Vehemently) Shiver my crown to fragments! 
Mob. You rule illegally. 

Qu. (Vehemently) Take each of ye a gem, and reign 

together ! 
Mob. You keep no faith. 

Qu. (Vehemently) My sceptre answers that ! Yonder 
it sleeps ; 
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It has grown out of use, , , that's plain . . Let it go. 
None set me else ? Come ! What have you to say '. 
And you? and you? {To Loud Rodna) And 

_ y" -' 

1st Mob. What means this? 

-^rid. Madam ! 

Qu. (In excess of passion.) 

Tear my dominions into shreds . . . divide me ! 
And the Tartars overwhelm ye ! [Exit. 

For all this spice of temper, fellow Citizens, 
Be not put off your rights. Passion is female, 
She is female all : capricious, apt to flame 
With every little check ; and then she shoots 
Vagaries out of the mind, as children sparks 
From fire-sticks. 

(Re-enter Queen.) 
Will ye rather, Sirs, anoint 
Some upstart with the regal unction ? Make him 
Palatine? 1st so? Marshal? And what tlien ? 
The topmost round comes next. 'Tisyoultalkof, 
The devil that tents in your eye, betrays you 

know it. 
Most puissant Prince be thou at full onrself : 
There is the throne. Ascend ! 
Your friends will cry All hail ! and royalty 
Shall be your subject, for in common view 
Myself will grace your pageant with my chains. 
{Aside) — Oh that my knight were come I 

Please you, ray Liege, 
Are you content that 1 assume .... 

{Interrupting) — Assume? 
You do assume, be I content or not. 
The generalship of the armies? 

Any thing : 
I have a little power, . ■ not much — I'll sigu 
My shame anon : order the rest. In turn, 
I am bound to beg one boon ? 

Name it your Highness. 
■17. {Solemnly) — 

Thou dost inflict such injuries upon me, 



28 GERTRUDE AND BEATRICE. [act ir 

A8 if I were not that I am. 

( With commanding passion) — Begone ! 
That's what I have to beg. Get hence ! My hate 
Should rest betwixt my soul and Heaven, who 

knows 
It is the only worship I can lift 
To the great King of kings. 

(Enter Nadastis, and approaches the Queen 
in an abrupt disturbed manner.) 

Qa. {In a quick hollow voice.) — Speak it at once ! 

(Nadastis whispers the Queen.) 
Qu. You put my breath from me. They will not stir ? 
Ye naked chasms of voracious earth 
Swallow them ! Oh my brain ! 

(Nadastis speaks low again.) 
Qu. A prisoner ! 

LordWaradin? God Man! And on what charge.? 

(Nadastis speaks low again.) 

Qu. Murder ! Murder of whom ! Who ari*aigns him ? 

Who dares? Impossible ! The laws are mine. 

Oh death ! He was my last best hope, and now 

I've none, save Heaven only. [Exit Nadastis. 

( The Queen, absorbed in thought ^ retires 

up the stage.) 

{Enter Hassan.) 

Ha. My good Lord. 

Ro. Well, what now Hassan? 

Ha. I have both your enemies under lock and key, 

Your greatness is at flow. 
Ro. If I dont think it ! 

Fortune rains showers : I'll cast me on the 

waters. 
Swelled up unto their height. Roll on ye waves 
Of time! but whither? While I dream, I die. 
{Leans his back against the throne^ with his 
eyes fixed on the ground.) 
(Qu EEN comes forward. ) 
Qu. {Aside) — 

The pain of this is gone. My soul doth pause. 
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Within me, it is as the hollow rest 

Of the high tempest, and my dearest hopes 

Have (lashed tuemgelTea to pieces. I have 

considered 
What fits my state. I'll make my fate mine own, 
By being owner of a constancy 
That shall eontroul it. {To Rodka) — My Lord 

Palatine, 
What's to ensue I 
Ro. {Roused.) — But wholesome rigour; chiefly, 
That for your safety, for the which I hena 
My studies, both these traitors should he sentenced 
To death. 
Qu. {With a faint shriek) — 

Not death ! O' God's name, dear my Lord, 
Have your desires with interest ; you'll use 
The staff of office worth'ly, and in th' scope 
Of law, the Palatine should be our Marshal, 
But for ... . 

Pray plead no more. 

Who pleads ? The blows 
Shower'd upon Tartar crests at Waradin, plead 
Loudly to bribe his life . . . Since it is BO . . . . 
His crime is capital, and he must die, 
Lest the innocent land teem traitors. 

Traitors ! God ! 
He is not choked ! To move you I will ransom 
Him with my own deserts. Tell thou thy Queen 
She may dispose of him. 

Firm is their doom, 
Which in the people's name I have passed ? 

Dost know Die I 
Madam ? 

Dost know me? 

Royal Mistress .' 

So! 
I am Queen Gertrude yet ! Then do I sue. 
And my breath lack persuasion l Tbey are free : 
1 bid them live. 

They are respited until 
To morrow's dawn, — so much we tender them. 



/Ko. 



Ro. 
Qu. 
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Ro. 
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|Ro. 
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Qu . Tis sudden ! — (aside) — I will use each .second up. 
Is there no bribe ? So ! . . . If it take • . . and 
then ! 
Ha. My Lord. 
Ro. Who speaks ? 

Ha. I, Hassan, would remind you 

Of our compact erewbiles. Beseech her Grace 
Make me a Baron. 
Ro. (Scornfully.) — 

Baron ! — My Liege, the city troops must bide 
This night within these walls. 
Qu. Your high decree 

Shall privilege them . . . They're welcome. 
Ha. Good, my Lord . . . 

Ro. Ha ! What's the matter ? 
Ha. I would crave your Highness . . . 

Ro. We are engaged. 
Ha. To make me Baron. 

Ro. Cease, 

On height of my rebuke. These men in charge 
Be they dispatched upon our warrant. 

(2b ^^ Queen.) — Madam • . . 
Ha. I will .... 
Ro. As I have said : we will not now 

Be troubled with petitions. 
Ha. I entreat 

A fairer answer. 
Ro. Marry Sirj you have it, 

( With the back of his hand Rodna moves 
Hassan inidely aside.) 
Ro. Citizens, home ! 

Let not a man be found at dark abroad, 
Or look for dread correction. We wait your Grace. 
Qu. I do not need your court'sy. 
Ro. Make way, vassal ! 

(Strikes Hassan a second time.) 

[Exit Queen, ^ods a following. 
(The Citizens stand amazed. Hassan 
aghast. After a pause.) 
Ha. (Who stands fixed to the spot) Were I to appeach 
that Lord, who would believe me? 
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He'd overbear nilli cheap astotiishineut, 
And Bcorn the accueation. It is certain 
That 1 received bright earnest of cold blood, 
Yet did repent me, and forbore to strike. 
And noiv, instead of rioting in honours, 
I meet but with cold looks, and spurns, and 

buffets ; 
And am shook off, till my Lord find a time 
To recompense his property, as he deems me. 
And pay me home for such deep services . . . 
Too deep to be requited, save with ruin. 
How shall this be prevented ... I revenged ? 
(^Retiree up the stage. Citizens come forward.) 
C. We have done finely, masters. Lord Rodna's 

Marshal. 
C. Ay, and Palatine ! 

C. And whatever else you will. 

C. Nay, 'tia as he wills; he winds himself into 

Whatever place he pleases. 
C. And where's our guerdon ? 

C. The consciousness of having holped him to his 



Have we not liberty ? Are we not all enfran- 
chised ? 
^■(f C. Ay, with a whip and clog. 

Unconscionable rogues 1 what would you have ? 
i C We are no freer than we were, but subject 
Unto the soil as ever. Slaves from the womb ; 
Created but to bellow. Lives and chattels 
Are held of our proud masters . .. tenants at will. 
\rd C. Rodna persuaded us that all our griefs 
b Should be redressed. 

Uk C. That was hut while ye were his scaffolding : 
' Now that ye have raised him sucli pernicious 
height, 
Ye have served your end, and are like lumber 

scorned : 
He kicks the base he built on. 
iC. A murrain on him ! How he did talk .' 

Keep me From all such rhetoricians, say L 
dC. He bow'd to our aprons, and put on sweet looks, 
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And it was nothing but " injured countrymen,' 
And " outraged citizens." " wronged friends and 



Confound sucli cozenage ! 
3rd C. We were to be " great, free and glorious ! " 

I wot not what fine epithets besides. 

He strew'd his flummery with. 
\st C. Was't " glorious? ". . . Humbug 

itk C.Else rip his heart, and give the mounting bla«d 

Back to the skies ! Was it not thus he glozed } I 
\st C, Ay, within this week. Fine stuff to tickle trout 
with ! 

And we, like credulous fishes, took his baits for 
gospel. 
2W C. Since weareemancipated,andRodna'3 Marshal. 

I constantly feel hia baton. 
Srd C. How were we 

Deceived in our opinion of his temper! 
it/i C. Well we have shook the branch, and Rodna, he 

Crunches the fruit. 
IstC In what respects are we better off than when 

Queen Gertrude ruled us ( she did but as her 
ancestors. 
2nd C. Besides, it is but pardonable, as one may say, 

For royalty to play the tyrant; being 

Brought up to the craft, they do it handsomely. 

But in one of our degree, it shows most villanous, 
\»t C We overdo it quite ! and wanting gentleness, 

Must needs be ungentle. 
2nd C Gentles, look ye; why 

it hath been taught us since this world began. 

The man o' the people, raised above their heads 

Illegally, has shown him a worse tyrant 

Than such as more legitimately carry it. 
3rd C Gertrude was bad enough. 
4th C. ' But Rodna's won 

There's not a man in Huugary but he I 
1st C. Here's goodly work; would that Prince Andreas 

lived '. 
2nd C. Ay, he was ever mild and gracious, 
And a true friend of the Commons. 
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Ba. (^Coming fuTward.) Maste 

In the Holy Land the royal Andreas 
Did lately breathe. 



Ha. By the 



I'v 



e of II 



Ho' 






.Bsu ranee t 

1 him .. . spoken ' 
\8tC. Who? 

Ha, What's more, 1 can produci 
Ut C. 



you 



that? 



ith him. 

how ? what ? when i 

him. 

Produce whom ? 



Ha. The heir of Ladislaus ... his only .son. 

1st C. I'faith, thou look'st a wizard to raise a spirit. 

Avaunt thee ! 
Ha, The spirits I start are stuff divisible, 
H In entrails, heart, and head, liver and reins; 

^^H^ Membrane and flesh, and blood, sinews and bone^. 
^^^b The spirit of Andreas doth tight up the palace 
^^^B Of Hesh that he was born with. Stand not at 
^H gaze, 

^^^B As if the fasces of your Marshal there 
^^^B Hung o'er your heads like a prodigious meteor, 
^^^F But hear me, and believe me, when I announce, 
^^^ The heir of Hungary lires ! 

2nd C. None of your gimcracks. 

Lives! tell us where? 
H\. First answer me, my masters, 

Would you that Andreas were your king indeed? 
Cit. We'd die lo bring about his resurrection. 
Ha. Then know that hero breathes Hungarian air. 
That he is even now in Buda city. 
Within a stone's throw of us all. 
\st C. It is not colourable. 

3rrf C. Friend, thou art sure of this? 
Ha. As sure as I know the sun, whose badge I bear, 
Is fire. But spread the word throughout the 

city, 
And in strong force repair within an hour 
To th' courtyard of the citadel, where I, 
Eveu in yours and in the eyes of all, 
Will vouch the truth of this ; which if 1 fail 
To do, then chop me piecemeal in revenge, 
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And strew the courtyard with the countless 
coUops. 
1^^ C. You abide that condition ? 
Ha. Tve no limbs else. 

1^^ C. Look to be unjoin ted ; nothing better 

Than very pap and jelly. 
2nd C, One main bruise ; 

Not a bone left to throw at a dog in thy body. 
Ha. Come armed. 
1st C With cleavers, knives, and choppers. You 

Are but a minced man. What a fall will 
ensue 

In the market price of black puddings ! 
Ha. I shall look for ye. 

2nd C. With half the city at our heels. 

Ha. Fail not to noise abroad Lord Andreas lives. 
1st C. Think not, saucy Moor, 

We'll be your only fools. We'll flock in com- 

Janies. 
en you are chopped, 'tshall be for a glorious 
cheat. 
As loud as you can volley, every one . 
Cry out for Andreas ! 
The whole of Buda shall be raised to tear 
And touze thy flesh and bones : this rascal hoax 
Shall be eternized in our hanging ballads. 
Cit. Hurrah, Andreas ! hurrah ! Andreas for ever ! 

[Exeunt. 

2nd C. He carries it bravely. 

If I don't half believe him ! [Exit. 

Ha. These are your factious rogues. 

That cant their doctrine to their present humour^ 
And zealously, upon a fit of spleen. 
Sin or unsin rebellion to their conscience. 
Well, Rodna, hold thine own! for didst thou 

strike 
Thy fibres i'the centre, I'd unroot thee. [Exit. 

{Enter Rodna.) 

Ro. The Moor has left the palace. I was wrong 
To leave him thus untrimmed in his desire ; 
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Make him ray foe, and let liim live, tlie slave, 
Who has peered into this breast, whicli should 

be shut 
From the wide gaze of day, and who counts out 
(Ab he has told my coin) my deeds before him. 
One by one, in his sleep, till I feel life 
Hang fated on's nightmares ! baron I blockliead ! 

black i 
Because thou art wrought into our trust, for- 
sooth. 
Or, like enough, because thou stabb'd the Prince, 
Whom jealous love for Beatrice made me liate, 
Thou bop'at to curb and awe me! Well, some 

one 
Or two of my troop in the Palace Grove must 

still thee. 
The lone thing, too, I meant to have hounded 

down 
Doubled upon me, and in a neighbouring manor, 
Couched in her form , defies me . . . not for long '. 
Lord Bankban's joys in her had need be ex- 
quisite. 
Being short lived as the kiss of lire and sulphur. 
That in fruition die ! He is bespoke 
By sad-eyed justice ; . . . billeted so long. 
That Time, who should have led him to his end, 
Must have forgot his errand ; so he hovers 
On nature's confine, wondered at because 
Of his longevity. As weak a wind 
As would not lift the weightless gossamer. 
Had swept him off like rubbish ; yet he trembles 
On this world's ridge; small harm to jog dull 

death 
To strike at once 1 . . . how soon soc'er, too late. 
And for his Countess !... why the Queen has 

promised 
I clasp the dame in virgin widowhood 
If I will let Lord Waradin live. I've yielded. 
Be he repriev'd then till 1 make the match . . . 
Not a day longer ; and the Crown's demise 
Is like to follow close. 
o2 
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Kind Death, wrap tight thy cerements 'bout 

Prince Andreas, 
Lest the device, that shall ensconce at once 
His bride and diadem, rip his bloody shroud. 
And rouse the royal dust to assume some shape 
To scare me from my spoils. Still TU not fear 
Till his heart grow with ire, his sinews strain, 
And his dry bones put muscular motion on ; 
Which not before the day of resurrection 
I trust to witness. Now to respite Waradin : 
ril speak with him, and take the credit of 
His liberation. 

SCENE II.— Hall of Castle.— Enter Ljlby Bankban 

and Jailor severally. 

L. B. Good jailor, prithee do me this kind service. 

To bring me to my reverend Lord. 

I'd make the lazy prison air more grateful 

To his trammelled breathing. 
Jailor. Ah, not long, my Lady, 

Will be the atmosphere he drinks so toilsome 

Ere't turn to earth. Myself will be your conduct. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE in. — A vast vaulted dungeon partitioned off 
by an iron grating in the background. — Enter Ladt 
Bankban and Jailor. 

Jai. Nor do the limits of this lime and stone 

Confine him. I am strange, and if I know 
How or what way they order matters here. 
Never believe me. Pray Lady bide the while 
I make inquiries. [Exit Jailor. 

L. B. Time hath been, that I 

Would have shrunk to pass yon barr*d and narrow 

postern. 
Alone within this sunless world ! I feel 
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As if the ominous sbadows close me round 
That darken o'er at last for ever, . . as if 
The real, deep, awful . . tlie eternal sleep 
Were on me, and that 1, an empty ghost, 
Peer'd into narrow crypts, whose blindness doth 
Yon light sepulchral (pointing to the lamp) not 

illuminate. 
Oh for some blessed spot, hewn out of marble. 
Where 1 might lodge my griefs, and where, 

indeed. 
The virtuous eye might lose its potency, 
And the glib tongue grow mute ! 

(After a pause) But, ah, my soul ! 

Methinks I hear, in sound as audible 
As that I now articulate ; Frail Being ! 
Thou livest in proof that earth hath duties still, 
' Which must not be neglected. Mighty voice! 
Which art in Heav'n, I oppose not myself 
Against thy will. My honoured Lord is coop'd 
In this vast dungeon from God's natural sun- 
shine. 
Oh ! never a thorn hath untoward fortune planted 
In "s pillow that the ministering hand 
The altar gave him will not pluck from thence, 
Or rob it of its sting. I am his wife . . . 
A bride of sighs and tears. . . that's not my work. . 
If boisterous waves lift up, and charge the bark 
That bears his fate, here he may ride securely; 
These arms shall break the storm ; . .this riven 

heart 
Is a firm rock for him to anchor on. 

(Wahadin comes forward.) 
A. The dead man's candle dimly gleams. My firea 
Are almost spent ; yet erring death must bring 
With him his borrowed radiance to tread out 
The glowworm sparkle of a king, 
^B. Thoushope! 

Whose accents thrill some sense I wot not of. 
And cause these shiverings, be thou who ihou 
mayst, 
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Speak to me softly ! 

Wa. Heaven try me not 

Above my bearing, lest my end be sudden ! 
Poor wench ! Fst thus we meet after long 
absence ? 

L. B. {Eagerly) Meet ! Dost thou know me? 

Wa. Oh! not centuries 

Could raze from off the tablet of my brain 
So sweet a picture. 

L. 13. But thou canst not name me? 

Stop : Let me kneel : If thou hast power to 

speak it, 
Now do so ! I repair my strength ! . . No . . . 

Wa. Beatrice ! 

L. B. Oh, brain ! but I'll be patient : lustrous spirit ! 
'Tis all a mockery ... If thou be he, 
Thou'lt shut and wrap me in thy silent soul ; 
And if (as I believe) a form of bliss, 
Transport me hence to thy mysterious source. 

Wa. Now that within this small circumference 
I hold thee, love, it seems to me as Time 
Had found three years asleep, and leaped them 

over. 
The cadence of thy intermitting breath 
Spreads melody like light ; as it was wont, 
Before a woman's passion lit that urn 
Of alabaster, where thy patient heart 
Is kept alive. How in the time I speak of 
Would earnest thoughts in playful words glance 

off! 
Twas thy most winning dialect stole me to thee ! 
It struck my auricular sense like music, bom 
Under the starlight, when the pausing winds, 
So full of pathos, sweep along the chords 
Of harps Eolian : so thy voice even now 
Out of mind plucked all 'currence of my 

fortune 
Since when we parted ; thus I hid thee then. 
Just so declined your head across my shoulder. 
And I . . . thou tremblest . . . well we will be hush. 
And so forget ourselves to marble. 



s III] GERmtTIDE AND BEATRICE, 3g 

. Merciful Heaven ! 
Do tbou, if 't be a trance this intercourse, 
Grant I may waken to etherial strains, 
And find myself enskyed with my Andreas. 
But hast thou come for me ? 
^'Wa.. And know I have thee. 

L. B. Make sure of that. Thou'rt pure to walk the 
light, 

»And tread upon the excellent paths on which 
Fine spirits travel, let me in thy emhrace 
Melt, and no more be seen. 'Tis heavenly. 
The quick faint touchinfr of thy lip, the while 
Thou fold'st thy wings ahout me ! Stand off a 
pace. 
Wa. What wouldst thou? Thou dost put me from 

thee, Beatrice? 
t. B. Hia stature to an inch ! How dull sleep mocks 
me! 

(My eoul has strange capacity of bliss, 
And my heart swcIIb like . , - Nay, I 'U call thee 
Andreas. 
A flood of reasonable thoughts flows too fast 
here ! 
I pray to know if thou be what thou seemest? 
(Enter IIodha and Hassan /rowi behind.) 
Wa. My voice is Inie^ yet there's a change upon me; 
Long toil and breathing in unhealthful dungeons 
Have blurr'd ray favour, Sweet. 
Ro. What dancing spectre 

P^ts forth a blinding hand upon me thus? 
HA.(jl«t(fc.) All's ravelled out again 1 the Prince locked 

here! 
Ro. (jTo Hassan) Traitor, be dumb! stir not! we'll 
overhear 
Their conference. 

{Grasps the arm of Hassah.) 
|B. Alive? I'm wild, and this some unguessed spot 
t 've found to lose my wits in . . , stay awhile; . . . 
Thine hand ? 

Thou hast it. 





] 
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L. B. I do feel thou 'rt real : 

It is not wildness that enwraps me thns. 
Once more my heart is throbbing 'gainst thine 

own, 
And bustles so, it would be gone with bliss. 
My arms .... 
Wa. I 'd have them clasp me home to thee. 

L. B. Not dead? Not shade? warm? breathing? full 
of motion ? 
How sure thou art not air ! . . I know thee all. . 
It is thy very self! . . So dear ! . . Most dear ! • . . 
My own ! . . I grow to thee . . My lost . . My found, 
My living Andreas I 
Ro. Andreas ! 'Tis the Prince ! 

Wa. Hang like a passion bud upon this trunk. 

Till branch and stem lie cloven . . . Thou shrink^st 

away. 
Yonder 's a pool where I will bathe her brow. 

l^Exitj bearing out Beatrice. 

(RoDNA and Hassan come forward), 

Ro. Slave ! Lying scoundrel ? Dog ! Huge blot of 
nature ! 
I could ! (aside) but no one deems but what he's 

dead, 
Save her, and (duped !) Hassan, whom I '11 have 

strangled. 
{To him) 

Hassan, give back the instrument you had 
Of me erewhiles. 
Ha, The reprieve for Waradin ? 

Ro, For Waradin ! I '11 not have him reprieved. 

I 've changed my mind, he 's been reprieved too 

long; 
Longer than I did dream. I 'd found no spell else 
In downy pillows till he slept more soundly. 
Giv't back ! Do you hear ? and let him die in 

earnest. 
And no intelligence report the fate 
Of one of Hungary's kings. 
tiA. (Steps back.) The headsman has 
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The token of reprieve, .and will not strike 

This day at least. 

Tliis day ! He must in an hour ! 

That wench already . . . Hassan ! Friend ! Come I 
Come ! 

Straight make thy peace for having played me 
false : 

Be brief in 't, and to boot thou canst devise 

No thought but I with substance and reality 

Will gift it fully. 

(Coldly) Pray what would your Lordship? 

(In a hollow voice) 

Blood only can renew me; and these Sags 

Will never start and babble to the sun 

How Andreas sleeps. 

{Apart and looking around) 

Ye sullen awful columns. 

Ye breathmg arches, black and massy walls 

Which bear this dome, your midnight heaven, 
upon ye. 

Air, full of heavy night, which I respire 

Hardly, thou spirit, whatso'er thou art, 

And where, whose name is based upon this 
fabric. 

Burst over and about nie, choke, confound me. 

If 1 consent with him in Andreas' death ! 

(TbRoDNA, cnW/jr) 

I 'm bounden to your Grace, . . but . . . 
Sir, thou shall be, 

When thou shall bring me word .... 

But without warrant ? . . 

{Drawing papers from his vest) 

I 've here about me blanks with Gertrude's sig- 
nature ; 

Take one, and put therein the name of Waradin ; 

'Twill bear you out. May I now trust to you? 

And then, that service done, I '11 love you much : 

The sprinkling of his blood shall make you grow: 

Vast havings I 've in store ; and Pomp and Power 

Shall be your lackeys. Come, yon would make 
your way 
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Beyond what I Ve advanced you, . . be a baron ... 
Ha. Baron ? the warrant : baron ! 

(KoDN A gives him a paper.) 
Ro. Fill the blank. 

It has the seal, which is the main. 
Ha. So! So! 

Within an hour look for the tidings that 

This keep affords. 

{ShotLts at a distance,) 
Ro. Look you for noble fortunes. 

But hark ! what stir is that ? 
Ha. {Quickly) The prisoner 

Gomes with the lady. 
Ro. Part them. 

Ha. Faith ! not I : 

Such virtue dwells in him as withers all 

That cross it — and . . . 
Ro. Right, my good Hassan, fetch 

Some help. 
Ha. Then prithee couch thy Grace . . . bestow thee . • . 

Shelter ! 
Ro. Inhere? 

Ha. Take darkness for your host. 

{Exit RoDNA through the door.) 

Ha. {Fastening the door.) 

By leave of lock and key you are my prisoner: 
I go to parley with yon clamorous rabble. 
Whist ! How the monster roars ! '- [Exit, 

(Waradin and Lady Bankban come forward.) 

Wa. From first to last ; 

I '11 tell you at some meeter season : suffice it, 
I made my escape from bondage. Journeying 

homewards. 
Fell into the power of a band of Tartars, 
Who, not aware o' the land of my birth. 
At Waradin armed me to their overthrow. 

{A pause.) 
But ah ! my Beatrice, thy slight size bewrays 
What life thou hast led in my reported death : 




lliere ii 
L. B. Not in my heart . . . my heart . 

(^Knocking within and shouts.) 
Wa. The dim roar gatlieringout of crowds on crowds, 
A mist of sound, keeps night awake. Who are 
these? 

(^Enter Under Jailor with a torch, opening door to Officer 

beyond the iron grating.) 
Offi. Good morrow ; for the infant Day is bom. 
Jai. I 'm headsman, Sir, and at a weeping font 
We'll name him " Liberty." 

A countermand 
For the brave knight. Whose cell is that? 

Lord Bankban's. 
His fair new wedded dame is with him. 

Ha! 
I cannot choose hut grieve for the Countess 

Bank ban. 
This way is our egress. [Exeunt. 

fB- Oh ! The Countess Bankban ? 

Oh ! oh ! oh ! oh ! (Sinhs on her knees.) 

, Cannot that duet of silver on his head 
Bribe tyrannous rebellion? Liberty! 
Bright aspiration ! How do men miscall thee ! 
Art thou, white-vested Goddess ! from thy altars 
Dashed headlong down, that infidel worshippers. 
The while they kindle firebrands at thy fane. 
May rear a beldame, crowned with snakes . . . 

Alec to. 
Clutching a felon dagger, dripping gore, 
And pale-faced Murder, the first-born of Pride, 
Perched on her maddening crest? 
Canst thou, insensate Queen I patiently hear 
Thy name invoked amiss, 'mid where the noise 
Of strife ascends above the loftiest towers, 
And hubbub wild, and not internecine 
Dispeople, and enslave some capital city? 
Why rather, beauteous Liberty, with step 
Solemn, and front sltcuc, and awful port, 
And circumspeclion on thy cap for a plume, 
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And dew-eyed Mercy still suspending Fate, 
Wrought on thy girdle of the rainbow blue 
To blazon thee, not quit the shaggy steep, 
Where above clouds, to lovers' vows denied. 
Thou takest elbow room ; . . or th' bound less scope 
That through the deep's vastidity thou hast. 
Diffused at random, not forego awhile. 
And help the world of error ? Antique maid I 
Etherial ! Calm ! that hast the might to rehinge 
This loosen'd globe when Mutiny's broke loose. 
And from her axle shook, earth reels to know 
Her kings their subjects' vassals, comet-like. 
Hang o'er some mob-rank state ; thy loose free 

tresses 
Be sleek'd to arrowv flame ! Athwart the welkin 
Brandish thy terrible portents ! till men pray 
To Heaven to intermit his anger at 
Their pleurisy of license. 
{Turning to Lady B.) 
Pardon me, love, what thought can drink thy 

blood. 
When I am by? Nay now . . Why turn from me I 

L. B. {Slowly but wildly) 

• I was just thinking , . . before worse comes of it, 
'Twere better , . . Good, my Lord . . . What would I 
say? 

Wa. " Good my Lbrd,"*^ Beatrice ! Thy heart's sur- 
charged. 
Pray Heaven, Sweet, thy brain be not affected ! 

JL. B. Why there's no other hope on earth for me 

Than that. I know not what I talk : this pain 
Will soon depart : . . 'tis past . . . you see I smile ! 

Wa. How sleeping cold your hand is ! bubbles start 
To your clear brow, as if the stream were troubled 
By some disturbing thought. 

L. B. The Countess Bankban! 

Said h^, the Countess Bankban ? What is she ? 

Wa. Is it but this? How kindly tempered Beatrice 
Thou art to suffer with her ! My heart too 
Feels fellowly regret. 



L. B. Thank you. Poor girl! 

Her fate does challenge pity. 

Wa, Dearest, whom 

Did my Lord Bankban wed ? 

L, B. Whom should lie? Ha! Wouldst tliou cross- 
catechize me ? 
Me, who am deafer than the adder, and 
Know with the adder's double tongue to answer 1 
My conscience. Sir, is clear. Is it my fault 
That he should deem her fair? Look ye! this 

Countess, 
She wept herself into a senseless statue. 
For, as her hot tears flowed, her faint, cold, heart 
Froze tliem to stone ; and so my Lord they took 

her. 
This petrifaction of the heat of life, 
With all her weeds about her to the altar. 
. Was she a widow ? 

J. Ay, still more each hour, 

Tliat grew upon her as her griefs did ever. 
Her truth might shame the turtle's. If to make 
An amulet of a canker-worm ... to wear 
A single and undying memory 
Within her soul aa a charm, although it blighted 
Her all to come of life into one winter ; , . . 
If to cast soul, and heart, and mind, and 



All that men hear, see, taste, apprehend and 

feel . . . 
Into one vampire pang, to drink the essence 
Which was her life, making itself a lair 
Next to her constant heart ... A thought-like 

fire, 
Watchingbynight, burning byday and night; . , 
If through her drained brain and breast to feel 
The love-devouring passion for the dead 
Kindling for aye with an etherial flame 
That hallowed while it blasted ; . . If to own 
One prayeT upon the guiTering lip for death, 
And death, and ever aeati), . . if this and more 
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Shew woman's trne devotion, sure I was 

The wretched'st relict that e'er mourned her Lord. 

Wa. Thou, Beatrice? Silly maid! How easily 

Is grief beguil'd ! The mind o'erwrought refines 
On woe, and by a subtle alchemy 
Takes to itself, as the chameleon doth. 
All outward semblances. But pow true comfort 
Shall again guard thee safe. Thy Lord 's come 
back. 

L. B. Come back ! Who has come back! 

Wa. Thy Lord, thy love. 

L. B. I have none ! None since 

Wa. Yes, he has come back 

To lead thee forth in purple and in pall. 

L. B. In pall ! thou sayest true. There rests a secret, 
Awful, behind : he hears, yet dreams not of it. 
Fixed, voiceless burden on my conscious heart, 
I'll cast thee ofi*! I have not told thee all 
About that Countess, whom .... 

Wa. What need? "'tis common : 

Came presently a knight a wooing to her. 
With wintry hair, and mines of silver, that 
Might vie with Plutus' white exchequer ..Well : 
He dried her grief up . . . Why what could he less? 
Twere waste of wit to flog thy fantasy 
With a passage, antique as our grandam earth. 
Come smile, love, smile ! 

L. B, ^ Unclasp me ! Nay my Lord — 

The gall of asps is in your speech ! I drink 
Poison, that runs like iron through my blood ! 
My brain is scorched with flame ! My heart is 
breaking ! 

Wa. Oh Heavens bless my girl! Compose thyself! 

L. B. Who art thou, gentleman? Compose myself! 
Thou wilt repent of this indignity 
When they shall wake, and presently seek me out. 
And find me . . . Foh 1 foh I foh I with you alone. 

{She turns away.) 

Vfk. Dear Princess ! (shouts and tumult without.) 

Ha ! what cry is that pursues 
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^B The thunder in his track? " King Andreas I '^ 

^M And yet the style sounds unfamiliar. 

^M My life .' my Beatrice! (shouting renmoed.) 

^K - From the hollow earth, 

^B Discord to all the quarters of pale heaven 

^H Shrieks out my title. 

^m (Hassan rushes in, followed hy Ragotski.) 
^1 Am T then enforc'd to 

■ Be that I know myself? Whom see I? Ha! 
^ft Ragotski ! 

^BA. Sire, your powers are now lii Buda. 
^Rl. {kneeling.) Pardon! 

^Ha. The night I lay wounded and faint, 

^B Upon the ground, after the brunt of battle 
^v At Eceron, didst thou, my trusted servant, 
^B Yield me up bound with cords unto the foe ; 
^V Nay, Hassan, yesterday .... 
^Bk. I repent of all. 

^Ka. He led me hither; but now, 'vantage bids you 
^K Lay hold of the great moment on the wing : 
^B Redeem your state. 

^1 (yf ARKJiiti stands lost in thought : loud voices 

^B without of''' Bring forth King Andreas.'") 

^Ba. Hark, there, 

^R To trampling feet ! the grating bolts fall back. 
^Ka.. What desperate calmness silences your soul, 
^H When now your royal rights are urged on you ? 
^B Prithee be counsel'd. 
^m (The Executioner with a guard appears 

^m bet/ond the grating.) 

^Ba. Tis too late .' The headsman ! 

Ra. New frame your nature on the instant to 
Tlie people's wish. 
, Ha. Or else. Lord Bankban dies. 

'^OY B. (Suddenly, with a /ourfsAriVA) The bolt strikes 

home i I'm riven ! . . let me pass ! 

^Rushes by Hassan through the open door. 
Hep wits are unsettled. Stay ! . . . What Heaven 

liRs purposed, 
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Though will and conscience sit in the wind 

a^inst it, 
To destiny holds its way. 

[JExity followed by Ragotski. 
(Hassan stands looking in the direction that 

Waradin passed.) 
Ha. He has passed the port ; the people hem him 

rouna. 
They know him ! ha ! they hail him ! 
{Loud cries of " God save King Andreas!'**) 

Lo ! he takes 
The rescued Bankban by the hand. 
{Pauses ; then adds with exultation^) Some think 
That Vengeance rides in th* storm, and sways 

the earthquake ; 
Others, she mounts upon the waves, or, wrapped 
In robes of lightning, comes abroad with winds 
From highest heaven. Afric's sons are wiser ; 
And know she loves to couch in man's free will. 
So, when their minds are stirr d, they're skiird 

to task her. 
By tricks, impulsive as the push of Fate. 
I sinnM on thy suggestion, Rodna, and 
Mv wages were cold scorn, beyond the mark 
Of my endurance ; but this revenge is better 
Than being a baron. ^JExit. 

END OF ACT II. 



ACT III. 

SCENE 1.-^-4. State Apartment in the PdUiceJ—No^ 
blemen and Courtiers assembl&I. — Queen Gertrude 
enters with hurried step. 

Qu. This is the proudest hour ! I felt 'twas he ! 
My soul's an oracle ! Not reason rules us ; 
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'Tis naked iDatinct all. Tlie dungeon floor 
Thy resting place through the long Lours of 

dark! 
Thou should'st know, Andreas, a softer couch, 
And shalt. My heart's too huge for its frail case. 
No throne in the whole world shall clip in it 
A pair so happy ; and our fame shall vie with 
That of Zenobia and her choice, when they 
Fixed un the necks of vanquish 'd kings their seat. 
As waves o'erwhelm each other at their height, 
So am I tost on such a flood of gladness, 
It swallows each particnlar source of joy 
And drowns distinction. If I had the choice 
With whom to divide titles ! what do I talk? 
When he is alone the paragon of the earth. 
And dwarfs the brightest fancy that wild sleep 
Mocks woman's brains withal ! To hini ... to 

Andreas, 
The choicest stuff that Nature fashions kings of, 
Is clay of the swarth galley slave, as if 
She had made but trial of ner skill on them 
To perfect his creation. And this man 
la mine, and I am his ! How Fate conspires 
With Love to make me bless'd ! He will he here 
In the face of Hungary to claim his throne. 
And bride. 






{Enter Rodna hastily.) 
My liege ! 

Now, sir ! What news ? Speak forth ! 
A dangerous treason is a-foot. The anny, 
Stolen upon the Capitol by hurried marches, 
Proclaim Lord Waradin, whom they pretend 
To be the son of Ladislaus, their King. 
I knew as much ; your theme exalts my heart. 
What means your Grace ? The easy citizens 
Gather in multitudes to advance his title; 
They would seize upon the court : arm, arm, my 

Lords ! 
They shall not arm one man. 

He is an imi)03tor. 
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Qu. He's none. The troops he leads are friends to 

rifi^ht me. 
Ro. His fedary by stratagem enclosed me 

In th* womb of the deep labyrinth 'neath the 

castle. 
Where, but for knowledge of the clue, I'd 

perished. 
This Waradin set him on. He is 9 counterfeit. 
And would supplant your state. 
Qu. He is my kinsman. 

I feel he is ; nor shall my fate be longer 
Compelled by thee. Those shouts assure my 
freedom. 

{Loud shouts. Enter Waradin, Bankbah 

and Ragotski.) 

Qu. Is not that man Ragotski ? 

Ro. {Aside.) Alive, Ragotski ! and unharmed ? Ragotski, 
Whose murder Hassan laid upon the King, 
Come jump to my defeature ? all things reel 
Before my eyes ; I cannot fetch my breath. 
Wa. Fair Queen, your pardon that I thus enforced 

Do break upon your councils. 
Qu. Oh, brave Cousin ! 

The clouds which eclipsed thee being dispersed, 

creation 
Shews animate and vocal. Truly welcome ! 
Unto thy home ! . . Thus wide I ope my heart. 
Wa. Wilt please you, Madam, ere we question further. 

To take your state ? 
Qu. With thee beside us will we. 

My royal kinsman, thou shalt be to me 
As unto the sea-flower is the rock 
Whereon the blossom clings throughout the storm. 
Lend all your helping hands. 

(Waradin conducts the Queen to the upper 
end of the Hall^ where beneath a canopy are 
two Thrones: the Queen seats herself. A 
pause: War a din's eyes are fixed thought^ 
fully on t/ie ground.). 
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Why dost thoH pause? 

Tis, son of Lad'slaus, thy ancestral chair. 

Sit by me, and receive these Barons' ft-alty. 

Shine in thy native sphere, and I will borrow 

Light from thy beams ; but if tboii shroud thy face. 

Am all composed of shades again. 
\Va. Oh pardon ! 

I'm charged with murder. 
Qu. The text la idle. Sir, and you should scorn 

To name it . . . Murder ? There's been no such 
tbinj^. 
Wa. Your patience. Madam. 
Qu. I'd not 

It seems your will must have 
fitting. 

But thus to stand on q^ulUets! Well: no matter. 
Wa. Did I e'er, Ragotski, 

Aim at your life? 
Ra. You saved my life ; just as 

My eye was fixed apon your form. Composed 

You stood, as if the fire-eyed maid had hung 

Her EEgis 'bout your neck, and 'fore a heart, 

More proof than Pallas' shield. 
Wa. Break off the rest. 

I'd not hear mocking. Then this scandal's quitted : 

How it arose, hereafter. 
Ro. {Aside.) By the law, 

He cannot reign unless he marry Gertrude : 

And that he will not. This must breed excellent 
wrath 

In the quick ulcer of her heart, until 

It swell to madness ! Out of such difference 

Will I renew my strength. BatBankban bfree... 

His confine not enlarged by death. I'll wrap me 

In cunning as in a panoply. My heart 

Beats even measures in my breast again ; 

My breath 's come freer ; so there's sap in't yet ! 

Kinsman, wilt please be seated? 

As respects 

My rescue of Lord Bankbam . . . 
I. {Hotly ifiterruptinff him.) Cousin! Cousin! 
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If you don't make the blood of our long line 
Scorch here like lava! Kings are absolute 
For mercy as mortality. Our breath 
Blows off the subjects' cap ; and Justice stands 
Ever at the rudder of our opposeless will. 
To steer as we incline. 

Wa. Now by your leave, .... 

Qu. By such as us the law s direction, Cousin, 

Cannot be heard so high. The rough rude waves 
Lift up, cry out, and beat the vessd's side. 
Who, nothing moved withal, cleaves them in 
- scorn, 
But keeps her course right on. 

Wa. Can any here 

Discern the semblance of my Father? 

Ba. Sure 

Thou art the copy of thy great Foregoer. 

Ro. Hush, hoary traitor. He is a counterfeit. 

Ra. He is not. Lord Rodna; 

For years we were inseparable. In the heat 
Of fight I knew the King. 

Ro. {Scorrifully.) He was long an exile. 

Ra. InErd%, Lord. 

Where oft, my Liege, with him and the Princess 
Beatrice . . . 

Ro. {Aside.) Say you so ? 

Qu. Peace ! Suffice 't we own our Cousin. 

Noblemen. Tis he. 

Ba. The image of Ladislaus ! 

Ro. Please your Grace, 

It might relieve this noble company 
Of every doubt . . . 

Qu. {Interrupting,) What doubt ? True honour, man. 
Casts from it doubt like light gold, only &t 
For knaves to coin and utter. Own him, or . . . 
{To Waradin) Sit, sit Sir, sit ! {To Rodna) I'll 

make you testify 
He is thy very King. 

Ro. Doubtless, so please you. 

Still, if you hold it meet, it were as well 
Hear your fair sister, who can certify, 
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In knowledge, whether he's the Prince or no. 
{Aside.) Something must come of this. I hate 

the Queen, 
Andreas, and Bankban, but 'tis hate of hate 
I feel for her, my adder ! 

I heseech you, 
Let your all-honoured sister make report. 
She is to be met with in the western wing. 



'ignantlt/.) What needs this form ? What need, 
I say? Most brave! 



I 



Wa 
[Qtr. 




{Indi 

I say? 

Ye play with me, Nobles of Hungary, 1 perceive, 
And yet wear spurs like knighla. I'll borrow 

patience. 
Attend, my Lord, the Princess into court. 
Pray do not stir. I'll fetch her hither straight. 
Oh ! ay do grace to her. But mark, old man, 
By no means take excnse. {^ side.) These doting 

fools! lExit Bankban. 

Since I beheld her lianging about his neck 
I sicken when the thought comes. Through and 

through 
It pierced me ; and has left a rankling pain 
In every sense about me, vrhich nought can. 
Or will assuage until, in quittal, I 
Girdle in the fierce embracings of revenge 
Her unconsenting waist. The poison here 
Only her lips can suck away. 

(Re-enter Bankban with Ladv Bankban, 

who makes a slight obeisance and standi 
trembling.) 

Wilt please you, 
Fair Queen, to open to your lovely Sister 
Wherefore she is summoned ? 

Sir? . . . Our lovely Sister, 
We have sent for you to confirm us, if you have 

knowledge. 
Who is this gentleman ! {pointing io Waradin.) 
. {In a bewildered voice.) This gentleman? 
He is . . . I'm faint, and can say little. Ob ! 
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{Apart.) Would that some speedy death would 
seal my lips 

Before I speak again ! 
Ro. {Who has overheard.) Were I that Death, 

rd kiss, and keep thee dying many years. 
Qu . Gome hither Child. Whence are thy terrors ? Why 

Let us not read thee through and through : call 
back 

The blood into thy cheeks. Look up and rouse 
thee. 
L. B. {Roused; loohs steadfastly at the Queen far some 
time, then speaking in a short hurried voice.) 

I 've said the truth. 
Qu. Thou hast not spoken. Fool ! 

Briefly acquaint our Council with tne ranJc 

Of this same cavalier ? 
L. B. {Loohina wildly around.) Have I not? A sickness 

That takes me often, ties my tongue . . . What 
would you ! 
Qu. {In a low voice,) 

Thou white abhorrence ! answer to the Court. 
L. B. You torture me. He is the King ; or else 

Prince Andreas. That is sure . . . too sure, alas ! 
Qu. You hear he is our Cousin, and your King. 
Wa. a word to that. 

Qu. What doubt'st thou ? . . Sir, be seated. 

Wa. No, no : It cannot be. 
Ro. {Aside.) Good ! Good ! . . to my wish ! 
{A pause of astonishment ensues.) 
Qu. (A6rM»tfy.) It cannot be ! How? Wherefore? Who 

forbids ? 
Wa. (Solemnly, after a deep silence^ 

The laws ! The laws of Hungary, unto which 

The Prince is bond-slave as the meanest peasant. 

Those laws of my glorious Sire, whose observance 

Is a derivative from him to me 

The whole world cannot aliene« Rather than 

Shove by with tyrant hand, or wrest to my will 

The scope of Ladislaus' edict,Heaven's my witness, 

I would . . what, were that Patriot King alive, 

He 'd have the forehand of me . . rip my heart, 
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And drain it, till I reached that gout of blood 
Guilty of treason lo my native kingdom. 

Qc. Wonder invades uie. Prince, when I was bold 
To bid yoU take your lineal place "beside us, 
TVas in remembrance of the election left you 
To reign the legal partner of my throne. 
And goTcmor of this poor person, which, 
Such as it is, we do with joy commit 
To your dear keeping. There we do yield oar hand 

With onr heart in 't to your deTotion Ah ! 

Beshrew thine eyes that have forestalled our 

bounty. 
And hold my gift in bondage. 

Wa. Honoured Cousin, . . 

Qu. Honoured? I shake! My brain eclipses, and 
Every slackened fibre in this frame 
Portends an earthquake. Now Prince Andreas, 

. . . Sir, 
We'd hear you speak. 

Vouchsafe enthroned' Lady . . . 
(Again interrupting him.) 

Hold, Sir ; . . Big heart be still .' , . Prove not to me 
That we have been unchary of our honour . . 
Have shewn our soul too barely unto one, 
That's unresponsive, . . Shun triat rock, at your 

peril ! 
I am calm, proceed. 

My royal Cousin ! 

Cousin .' 
Well, yet take heed ! . . I will contain myself. 
That I do love my country, . . would serve her 
As her hereditary King, is true, 
Could I so keep my faith untainted. He 
Who knows my soul, knows I don't lack ambition. 
How stands it then? 

Since the laws chalk my way unto the crown, 
Which I by grace of ancestry might challenge, 
And which the sovereignty of my nature covets", 
Did I leave nnpluck'd the blazing marigold 
To wear about my brainSj you 'd doubt I had none. 
I am not touched with madness, yet I yield 



GERTRUDE AND BEATRICE. 



[Acrn 



My birthright up forthwith. 

L. B. (Apart, in a low broken voice.) Oh ! do Dot ! do not. 
1 never knew what the mad felt before; 
That lightnings quivered in their reins, and struck 
Their hearts, . . . for I am mad bevond all doubt. 

Ro. It can't be true; and yCt.. . would you dispense 
With the provident contract that your Father 
made? 

Ra. Dear, my Lord, * 

Be counselled. By declining this alliance 

You forfeit Hungary. Pause, and weigh the issue. 

Wa, It cries for deliverance, my Ragotski. Nobles, 
Nowin your sights, Her Highness, whom I honour. 
Begirt with winning charms to enamour, and 
Cry Paragon to the most consummate lady 
That nature in her happiest mood e 'er framed, 
I straight release from all engagement to.me. 
I note aatoniahment in every eye, 
And most in thine, 

Qu. {Haughtily.) Thou blinder than the mole I 

Thy optics are abused. Best look again ; 
'Tis scorn thou view'st. Work all thy folly up 
To the world 's open view .' Disclose the maid. 
In whose comparison ourself and Realm 
Are nothing worth. 

Wa, Dear Lady ! Gentle Cousin ! 

Pray as a sister entertain my love. 
Tis not the hent of a diseased hour, 
The mind's enthusiasm, nor distaste of royalty, i 
As thou perchance may think it, that has wrought 1 
To bid mc act thus, but a Brm fix'd purpose. 
Oh Hungary ! Thoii art lost to me for ever. 
No more the simple yearning of this heart 
Shall gild the horizon with fine streaks like! 
sceptres, I 

And mock my inward eye with thrones of ether; 1 
I have done with all the glorious shews of life. 1 
How! Do Isigb?ti9 past: even with the thought j 
Tlie thriftless breath is indistinct in air. 
So shall I mingle with my fellow men . . 
tine wave of myriads that beat themselves 
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Against the shore of the world, or break like 

bubbles 
Of foam upon the surge. And yet my soul, 
It is a bitter apprehension that I 
But the sharp pang is spent ; here, even here, 
I take my last leave of ambitious thoughts, 
Which were more dear to me than aught save 

heaven, . . 
Save Heaven and Beatrice! (rousing himself.) 
I am bm weak to dally with my purpose ; 
I '11 do 't at once, and seal my plighted contract. 
Be witness all, HERE I set up iny empire, 
And touch the height of earthly happiness 
In seizing thee, (takes Lady B. by the hand,) 

Thee, my own peerless love, 
K» my inheritance; . I fix my throne 
Only within thy constant ..... Oh ! my tongue 
Forsakes his office; I can only gaze, 
(Aside.) Gaze on ! Devour her all ; Thou dost bnt 

look 
Through an eclipse, and know'st it not. 

How -s this; 
I. B. Earth gape, and gulf me quickly ! 
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Beatrice ! Love, 
Art light of brain witli joy ? 

Entangle me 
In the swift whirlwind ! Oh that I were wafted 
Athwart the world ! Sank down to murky shades 
Of everlasting night, where human eye 
Can never penetrate ! 

la this thing usuaH 
,. B. Will no one plunge me 

From search of mortal sight in some deep lake ? 
In vain, I call upon the elements ; 
They're pure, and let me shiver in my shame. 
{Covers her face with her handsand 
stands paralyzed.) 
IWa. Beatrice ! My life ! My soul ! My heart of 
beauty ! 
What dost thou shrink at! I renouuc'd my 
birthright, 
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Near to my heart as drops of life for thee ; 
Gave up creation's miracle, thy sister ; 
Should earth and sea unlade their hidden wealth 
At my dispose, I'd slight it, for it could not 
Buy off the priceless treasure of thy )ove^ 
Nor half eive balance, as I rate your value. 
Ro. The Lady s wedded. 

Wa. {With a faint starting movement) Wedded? 
Ba. She's my Countess. 

Wa. You jest ; and out of season, which befits 

Thy reverend lips but ill. Beatrice thy Countess ! 
What an idea ! 'tis merry I but ill timed, 
Or else, and yet . . . i'&ith'tisworth our laughter. 
(lie forces a hmgh, which ends abruptly y 
and somewhat hysterically,) 
Qu. Why then let's laugh at it, ha! ha! 

{Laughs bitterly,) 
(RoDNA laughs,) 
Wa. I am not apt for this. 

{To^OBix Ay and fixing his eyes on him threateningly.) 

. Gulp thy rude breath ! 
Lest in the state I am, you make me angry, 
And find a rougher check. 

(Rodna's laugh gradually dies away 
in apprehension.) 
Qu. ( With a forced calmness.) " 

Lord Bankban, pray 
Inform our wrathful kinsman, she's thy wife. 
Ba. Good your Grace, I've an interest in that lady ; 

She is my spouse. 
Wa. Again ! Go to, old man ! 

Mock not ; nor shame thy thin and scanty locks 
By wearing a fool's cap. ThrowH under foot. 
Qu. This is most rare. 
Ra. Your Grace, demand the princess 

If he speak sooth. 
Wa. You tread too hard upon 

My patience. Ask the Moon, whose abstinence 
Hath empty left her horns, if she be blister'd 
Through seething-over lust? and those clear 
bodies. 
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The dainty orbs that diadem the Arctics, 
Tax them with flaws . . they are libidinous; 
And shift their lights athwart the cope, intent 
To mingle inaide lips with mother earth ; 
But make not us your stale .... l! . . 
I've but one God above, but one betrothed. 
My strong faith holds to both,, .to question either 
Were a kind of blasphemy. 

My wife, your Highness. 
Wa. Irreverend jester cease!, .Dost breathe my saint? 
Oh ! move away from that bless'd sculpture, lest we 
Doubt which is marble. Come ! Til have a bluah 
Lie ou your cheek, like innocence^ 

My wife ! 
. Who stirs? who talks?.. My heart is void, and lives 
On echoes sure . . . His wife ? ha ! and if . . Out ! 
The peering day downright laughs me to scorn. 
How ill she s been ; and this, my ivory plaything, 
Is cold, as a dead hand. 
Ito. iAeide.) Oh ! how he clasps her ! 

That bliss shall yet be mine ! 
{Apart.) I feel like one 

Did long for pearls, white aa the heart of truth, 
He dreamt, bestud the forehead of the deep. 
And diving for them, grasped the fleeting air. 
And woke to rage as I do. 
^A. (Who sees the wedding ring, and gazes on it awhile 

in amazed silence) 

What ring's this! . . 
Aid I awake ? or is the orient sky 
I fancy over me a falsehood, like, . . . 
Oh thou'rt as clear of all disloyalty, 
As Heaven from foul corruption!.. Yet this shews 

not 
Like Fancy, or the working of ray mind : 
Real ! . . Fix ye. Sirs, your insolent stare upon me ( 
Cannot 1 dream, and In my dream turn pale. 
But ye must mark it, and take wonder into 
Your arched brows?. .Should it not be a dream '! 
Thou keep'st thine eyes still watch on the floor, 

which ret'ls. 
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Just like my faith . . . Tis but a word ! • That ring ? 
How my heart aches ! . . her white and quivering Up 
Can shape no syllable . . . Beatrice, have you 

married? 
Since you be scant of breath, which is no wonder, 
By the unspotted loves we bore each other . . 
The sacred purity of our affects . . 
By all our mutual vows, . . if your soft heart 
Be not indeed under a Gorgon spell . . . 
For how thou 'rt root-bound . . . Lo ! I bid you 

straight. 
By some apparent motion to resolve me. 
(Lady Bai«kban sinks at his feet insensible.) 
Ro. The Countess swoons! . See ! . Oh thou hast it now I 
Wa. Tis granted by thee thou art false ! . . Oh woman ! 
Poor wedded woman ! though thou hast wither d. 

me, 
Palsy'd the beatings of my pulse of life. 
Blighted my nature past the hope of comfort, 
I yet can (God be thanked!) in my heart's faith 
Find thy defence, and as I hope mr mercy, 
Do hold thee guiltless. 

(Pauses to repress a convulsive sob.) 

'Twere to kill my soul . . . 
Where true love, once received, it does partake 
The same eternal essence, . . did I dare 
To wrench my love thence. I dissolve in pity ! 
There's nothing to forgive. 

(Stands in deep melancholy,) 
Qu. There is to revenge. 

Since thou hast refused the realm, by the law's 

tenour 
Thou art banished from her soil ; and thy estates 
And honours all are forfeit. (Rises hurriedly.) 

( To her attendants.) Some of ye 
Remove the Countess from the Court. 

(Advances forward.) Your life. 
If after noon to day you 're seen in Buda, 
By the red expiation of my soul I 
Lies in men's mercy only. 

[Exit Queen, attended. 
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{The A ttendatifs raise h\D\ Bakkban. As 
they are carrying her off, followed by 
Bankban.) 
. Oh blighted flower! but half-regain'd, and art 
thou 
Rent, and trod down i' th" highway of the world X 
Jesus befriend thee ! 

(2b Bankban) My good Lord, your pardon; 
And weigh no further my late 'baviour. 
Than a mere error. 

Now doTit talk oft, prithee. 

[Exeunt Lady Bankban and Aitendonts. 

I grieve for your exile, truly : Good your Higli- 

nesg. 
Fare— Fare you well ! [Exit Bankban. 

{Enter Messenger, hastily.') 
Mes. (Addressing himself to Rods A.) 

Tidings, Lord Marshal '. 
Ro. Speak them. 

Mea. A swift courier 

Gives out, the routed Tartars, reinforced 
By a fresh horde from the North, do carry fire 
And slaughter through the land. They rage along 
A living whirlwind upon Bnda. 
(Confused.) Hey! 
What talk you? 

Hear you not, my Lord, an irruption 
Of the fierce Tartars : You have the ordering, and 

* Yourself in person doubtless 

There are no foes. 
The news that takes men's ears is from the pipe 
Of Rumour blown by Fear. Hang up the scout 
Who play'd the echo here. 

I have uttered truth. 
Pardon, my Lord, the country people Sock 
Sy thousands to the gates. 
{Jjoggedly.) It is not true. 

(To Messenger.) Why do you practise an impos- 
ture on me ? 
It fastens in my faith, close as Fear clings 
To Valour, Why you tremble? 
{Agitated.) Do I bo? 
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It ifl the palsy, that from jouth haA been 

My bane at times, that nips me. 
Wa. (who had stood apart wrapt to meditation, comes 
forward.) Oh, my Lords ! 

Leave off this impotent parle. The Tartar rout 

Diffs up with hostile hoofs our native fields. 

Whom nor babes' cries, nor yells of mothers, nor 

The tears of virgins, groans of holy priests, 

Deter from bloody deaths and ravishments. 

And hold we back with scruples whether to fly 

And whip the foragers from their spoil? Be rai^ ! 

And shew like fire that scares the wolves .... 
Lord Marshal, 

The conquerors at Waradin in the Court 

With marshal din express impatience . • • Rouse 
ye ! . . . 

(A pause.) Or say the word. 111 lead your battle 
rorth ; 

And when the scouring horse of Tartary 

We have jaded out of the land, my heart will 
know 

The pang, but half surmised while still I drink 

Hungarian air. 
Ro. The charge is yours ; but bear an oath with you. 

Never to turn your arms against the state. 
Wa. I never will, so help me truth and Heaven ! 
Ro. Take your commission then. 
Wa. 'Tiswell. Ragotski, 

Pray you be brief. Come with me you, and you ; 

And such as stay behind, hope soon to hear 

Our foes have found a check; at least your soldier 

Goes forth with resolved will to quit the field 

A victor or a corpse. 

[£Jxit Waradin, followed hy Raootski and 
others. 
Ro. (^Ahne.) Both ! both ! I trust 

He '11 strike our overweening enemies low, 

And in the shock immixed, like him at Graza, 

Pull down destruction on himself ! 

Meanwhile 

I will supply the time with my Lady Bankbaii. 

I have corrupted her attendant, who 
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Has engaged to bring me near Lcr solitude. 
She's all compact of blooJ, but chaste as snow 
Now-fall'n at moonligUt from th' ch ill-bosom 'd 

cloud, 
Curled up in substance like an Oread, 
Or fairer nympb than ever stole a charm 
Of light or colour from tbe garish day . . . 
Should she vie coldness too, 'tis like she '11 melt, 
And be as ductile in the toucli. 
Say she stand off? I 'm stronger ! Oh ! once let me 
Have her at fair advantage in my arms, 
It were a joke, not less than if a falcon, 
Scared by the ring-dove's tiuttVinffS, dropp'd his 

prey. 
Should I spare Uer for struggling. Love in his 



Is pleased at bein^ compelled ; so if she will not 

Give love for love, why then her spoils shall flesh 

My other vulture ■ . . Hatred. Would 'twere 

done ! [Exit Rodna. 

^ND OP ACT THIRD. 



ACT IV. 



! 1, — Apartment in the Palace.~At the end is 
n an inner Cliamber or recess. — Enter Rodha and 



Is this her chamber, Child i 

It is, my Lord. 
For hours the Countess will recline her form 
la yonder alcove ; sleepless, locked in thought. 
Ana mute, and stirless as the spectral stone, 
Choicest of beautiful things inanimate, 
That hover hi the monumental air. 
Thus in .the trim (save wings) of heaven she sits. 
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Anon she'll slowly put on life, thougli not 
With life seem capable of reason, . . her flaw'd mind , 
Is as a shiver'd mirror, and presents 
From every glancing fragment one sole image, 
Varied in shape and size • . . Oar sex, my Lord, 
Muse with the heart; and our best judgments are 
But parcel of our feelings. 

Ro. Does she speak ? 

Is. 'Tis wonderful the force of apprehension ! 
It almost seems as if her objective thought 
Took palpable presence ; and she will discourse 
With ner own fantasy, till as in dreams 
The round world jocund laughs.* Again she 

weaves 
The fruitful hours into a joyous life. 
As when in childhood she and Prince Andreas 
Twined wreaths from blossoms. 

Ro. Andreas ! Pray go on. 

Is. She'll chat as they were playmates. And I heard 
her 
Repeat this often ; — ^Andreas is gone 
To fight the infidel, but he*ll be back 
To claim his bride, and I have gathered laurel 
To deck his crest with, which the touch of fate 
Hath turned to cypress, serving to adorn 
His hatchment, . . at which words shell weep, and 

sigh. 
And with the same breath smile. 

Ro. A perturbed mind ! 

Is. It looks it : and she'll talk of you, my Lord, 
What would derive ine ill will to repeat. 

Ro. I'll judge for myself, since this concerns the state, 
Because of her nearness to the throne. And hither 
She moves. No more : go in : I'll do you good. 

[Exit ISABEJL. 

Ro. Be she insane ; . . how my heart beats ! I cannot 
Fetch breath enough for life ; nor though I choke. 
Know how to vent a sigh ... If she be mad. 
And the springe do but hold, I catch my bird ! 
She's mine, or may be. I am sick with love. 
And faint at my hot suggestion ; for I loathe 



Ba. 

Ro. 



From the a 
Ha! 
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E'en where I long. 

(,Enter Balabsi; Rodna startled, turns round, and 
exclaims,) 

What is it you Balaeei ? 

Waradin has joined in battle. 
Have they fought ? 

And beat the enemy ; 
And put him to the rout with dreadful slaughter. 
Lord Bankban, wounded in the heat of action, 
Brings the despatches from the Prince, who has 

thrown 
Up his command, and hied him none knows 

whither. 
I did forecast as much. (Aside.) He'll keep his 

oath. 
Or say he do not, I have the peoples' voice . . . 
Marshal and Palatine! And absolute power! 
Must I rest there i It irka me, . . may be not ! 
{To Balassi.) Have you yet, Sirrah, buzzed in 

the royal ear 
How that the soldiery hail'd Lord Waradin, King? 
Is she advised thus i 

I have already 
Requested audience. 

Then what hope hath she. 
Save in my guidance? I espy a course 
Out of her strong belief shall serve to marshal 
Her to her ruin . . me to Empire ! and . . . 
Hark! there. Withdraw a little .. stay without: 
I may require your aid, 
(Exit Balabbi.) It is my saint ! 

(Enter Lady Bankban.) 

\. B. Hist ! hist I Silence 

Is vice-roy here. I know he keeps no Court. 
rn mate with him, who is the mighty shadow 
Which represents my Prince ; on whose return 
Th' Invisible shall burst his spell, and straight 
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Deliver up bis title in my person 
Unto the gracious hands of Andreas. 

Ro. (Apart.) 

Her tire should be a diadem, and not 
The lily beaming through those raven tresses. 
Yet sweetly does the milkwhite blossom sleep * 
Upon their lustre, like a silver cloud 
Floating alone upon the midnight Heavens. 

L. B. He will be back to-morrow. 'Las this span 
Of time is all composed of such to-morrows, 
Which lure the loving pilgrim on and on, 
Until at length he finds his goal where only 
AH blessed union is, since, living here, 
Though the Divinity may pour down blessings, 
We are Fortune's antics still. 

Ro. What music flows not from her parted lips? 
What perfume surfeits the luxurious wind, 
If not her breathing ? If that arm be white, 
Marmoreal rocks hewn in the Parian earth 
Are spotted. She has wept of late, and still 
Delicious dews hang trembling on her lids. 
Rejecting the bright flashes of her eyes. 
Whose heat will drink them soon. 
{To Lady B.) My pensive cousin. 

(He attempts to take her hand^ she draws herself 
up with an air stately and surprised^ looking 
steadfastly in his face.) 

L. B. Away ! away ! Who art thou ? 

Ro. Your betrothed. 

L. B. In faith, in faith, that can in no sort be. 
Thou hast a name ? 

{A pause: Rodna's eyes sink beneath th^ 
inquiring gaze of Lady Bankban.) 

Ro {Apart,) How fair ! how passing fair! 

I swear she looks more lovely than the star 
That shines at eventide, more holy than 
The silver-shafted moon ; and her keen glance, 
Which doth anatomize me nerve by nerve. 
Dazing my fleshy sense till every fibre 
Slacken its hold, darts quickening and eternal 
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As bright Hyperion's ray ; or rather sure. 
The god has gathered there his luminous beams, 
The atoms of his element, and taught 
Those fixed imperishable orbs to glow 
With active liglit. Although their fastened gaze 
Parch up the principle of life within me, 
And lay me bare in her so stern regard, 
I can behold no other sun . . . I'm blioded ! 
\, B. Thy name? 

It matters not . this feverish state 
Of being is insupportable . . . My love ! 
. B. Thy name ? 

I'll rouse me. She is but a girl. 
Ill bend her stubborn will to my embraces. 
My name is Rodna ! 
i> B. {Recoiling from him with a piercing look of terror.) 
Thou art mad to own it ; 
And dost put fire into my ears, and blood 
Into my eyes. All things spread out around 
Blush like a hell ; and thou stand'et in the midst, 
The very fiend incarnate. 

Ah, thou Siren ! 
Thy scorns do prick me on . . 
(Goes to the door through which Lady Bankban 
entered, the lock of which he secures.) 

\ vfill make sure. 
And if thy tongue were in the thunder's mouth 
■Twould murmur only like an innocent sleep 
Beyond this barrier. Thus, at thy feet .... 
L. S. (Agitated, with a half-suppressed scream.) Rep- 
tile I.. Lord Rodna! . dare not touch me, or. . 
Ro. Thine eyesmay shake their flashes; I am charmed 
As the green bay against them, Mistress, and, 
Lest aught outspeed my purpose, thus forthwith 
Secure thee spite of thunder. 
(Seises her hand.) 
h. B. Stay my Lord . . . 

A moment . . . Have I then no friend in Heaven ? 
Ro. If so he's too far off; Religious Fools 
May shake at him. 
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L. B. I stand up thus then^ Atheist ! 

In Heaven'^s high name, who to my righteous 
prayer 

Hath sent a friend. 
Ro. How ! Oive him to my gaze. 

L. B. Behold that friend ! 

(^Snatching a dagger from the vest of Rodna, and 
raising it.) Tis Death ! 

(RoDN A recoils some paces-) 
But move a step, 

Yea, do but cast a look f insult me, and 

This steel shall take acquaintance with my blood. 
Ro. Come, thou art mad. 

L. B. But stir, and I am nothing. 

Ro. Beshrew me ! Not so good a thing (slit Lady. 

Nothing were better than the shame my tongue 

Shall stick upon thy memory. 
L. B. What dost mean? 

What shame were OTeater than to parley with thee? 

Retire my Lord, Ichoose to be alone. 
Ro. (Apart.) Balassi is a likely man, . . so be it. 

I hear his step without : Then Fortune hail ! 

(To her.) — What shame were greater ? Why, i 
will blazon it, 

I caught thee clasped unlawfully, with one 

Who waits at hand, in vile adultery. 

And that thou smote thyself in thy despair. 

Thus shall thy end be scand'lous, and thy being 

The scoff of thousands not yet born, who'll mak^ 

Lascivious comments on thee, . . so thy name 

To the loud world shall be a stale mouth 'd jest, 

And have immortal life. 
L . B . " Who waits at hand " ? 

Ro. I've said ... a tool of mine. 
L. B. There's no such villain. 

Ro. That thou shalt judge thysielf. 

(Ooes to the door^ which he unbolts*) 
What ho Balassi! 

Come forth, and take thy place in th' slaughtered 
arms 

Of this coy dame. 
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L. B. Now aid me Heaven, and rise 

Up in tby strength my heart ! 
Ro. Dost hear ? Balassi ! 

Hither ! and wrench my dagger from this lady. 

(JEnter Balassi, who endeavours to intercept 

Ladt Bankban.) 

L. B. This blow is all thaf s left to free my honor. 

{She aims at Balassi, who staggers^ and after- 
wards, as she is rushing outy enter Lord Bank- 
ban, ^ain^, trembling y and bloody,) 
My Husband ! Save me ! Oh for this, I love 
thee! 

Lady B. sinhs in his arms insensible. Having 
placed her on a couch^ Bankban advances 
towards Rodna.) 
Ro. By hell ! Count Bankban ! 
Ba. {Sternly,) Giant ravisher ! 

Wouldst make defeat of my dear Countess* honor? 
Though now this arm of mine do something lack 
Its native pith . . . may be fordone with age. 
Or . . . mercy help me! . . loss of blood in battle. 
It yet hath puissance left forsooth, to chase 
Away from me a stain, . . yea hath it, and 
I challenge satisfaction. 
Ro. (Scoffingly.) Cry ye mercy ! 

Thou'dst fain pass for a man. 
Ba. What ! dare you mock. 

And yet afraid to draw? I will proclaim you, 
Faint as I am. What do you here in Buda, 
You, my Lord Marshal, safe from blows and 

glory ? 
You practise on men^3 wives, yet I must tell you. 
Are as far from venf ring aught i' th' way of peril, 
As honor is from shame. 
Ro. Put up Sir Bridegroom ! 

Ba. If youVe not glued your rapier in its case. 

Release it. 
Ro. You are privTged. 

Ba. (Indignantly.) Spawn o' the state ! 

That on the swell and current of these times 
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Floaf 8t weed-like, swayM each way above the 
, storm. 
I ravel all thy flimsy seemings, . . give them 
Ui|^ the winds bke down. Enough! this 

proves 
Thou hast nor point of man nor conscience in 

thee! 
(Bankban in the attempt tostrike'RonvAj drops his 

sword.) 
Ha ! I am feeble, and my trenchant blade 
Has done with execution. 
Ro. So ; 'tis well. 

My blood . . . my spirits are returned. Balassi, 
Look to yon bud of Mars : bring me his sword. 

{Balassi presents Rodna with Bankban's 
sword.) 
Ro. (Approaching Lord Bankban with the drawn 

weapon.) 
Of all men i' the world I hold thee hateful ; 
And thank my fortune, Bankban, not so much 
At length I slake my ire, though that is some- 
thing, 
As that thou livest to hear me say, I loathe thee. 
Ba. Heaven be my witness thou hadsH no cause for 

hatred. 
Ro. {Passionately.) 

I thank thee for that lie upon thy lip 

Ere thy last sand run down. Twill sink thy 

soul 
In seas of flame ... '^ no cause," did you say ? 

What, after 
All my long years of watchings, spent to dodge 
Through shifts of policy, till I deem'd my path 
Toird out to the Palatinate, and myself 
Marshal, . . . nor yet staid there my reaching 

thoughts, 
To find the fabric of my labours lend 
Supportance but to your colossic greatness ! . . 
Having brought it to the pass by my long 

patience. 
That she, the thorny flower of whose beauty 



1-] 



GERTBODE AND BEATRICE- 



71 ^ 



I wear, and next my heart, must mate with thee 
Or prove my stair of honour, . . , wli«n hope's 

dream , 
The ripe expectance of iinfelt delights, 
Seemed realized . . . that I'd have staked my 



To thy anatomy I would enjoy her ! . . 

For her, through witchcraft, to dispose her ■ 

charms 
To aid thy dotage ! . . to make tiiee, whose sheets 
Are winding ones, her hedfellow ! as if 
Grim Death had stolen Hymen's torch, and 

turned 

His tomb into a bridal chamber . . , How ! 
'' No cause " ? . . to have been so foiled both in 

ambition 
And love by tiiee, whose brains and bones are 

sapless ! . . 
"No_cause"? WhatU.. Oh! . . I, "no cause for J 

hatred"? 
You'd belter tell the rest. I twitted you 
With cowardice .... 
Cease ! . . {apart) " with cowardice" . . . (to him.) 

thou dieat ! 
Then God receive my soul 1 Beatrice ! . . . 

Tliat name 
Kuns through me like a fever, and e'er will 
.Until . . this act seals all . . . 

(Parses as about to strike.) 

Oh ! for this practice 
My soul shall rise in judgment when the earth 
Is stubble round Christ's burning throne against 
, thee. 
Strike ! 

(Lady Bankban ruxhing between Lone Bank- 
ban, and HoDNA exclaims,) 

Do not, by your manhood! if one spark 
Of holy human pity warm your bosom, 
|0h! let this old, this good old man, escape you. 
Vou, take her from before me. 

Dare not touch me I 
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My body's honoured shield-like thus to hold 

him. 
Oh Sir, oh Rodna, let these tears beseech thee; 
You lire not such a monster to attempt 
The life of a weak, weaponless, old man ? 
His head 19 bald, his beard is hoary gray ; 
If that his stem and reyerend brow dont quell 

you, 
Wait but a few short weeks, it may be hours, 
And time will make all even. I adjure you 
As you have a heart about you do not cheat 
Kind Nature of the placid death of age. 
'Tis but a word . . . but mercy, quickly uttered : 
Say Le shall live, let me reprieve my Lord 
His last short hours, and at thy feet thy slave 
Her subject head shall prostrate gratefully. 

Ba. Stoop not, my dearest child, thy nature thus 
To sue to that bad man. He 'd but forestall 
My date of bliss. To die is comfortable 
As the last murmur of a well-spent day. 
Closing in sleep, ... So let my heart's blood 

sprinkle, 
Like rain, my assassin only ; for like rain 
He'll wipe it off. Ob Love ! a mist is gath'ring . . ■ 
Loose thee, thou snow-drop, from my wint'rj 

breast, 
I'd melt to earth again. 

Ho. I charge you, part tliem. 

L. B. He shall not, by my faith ! I'll cling ao closely, 
Who strikes, sets me free first, . , so fliat remorse 
Shall waken mercy, 

Ro. Now unclasp thee, or ... . 

L. B. There's little life left in his heart to pilfer ; 
Were he as yesterday ! . . But I'm not feeble, 
For grief has made me strong. 

Ro. Dame, spare thy strength ; 

He's a convicted traitor, and must die, 

L. B. Whom dost thou speak of? . . . Sir, thy words do 
ring 
So in mine ears I cannot catch their sense. 
Did you say " traitor"? . . . Why the cradled babe 
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May be condemned for capital offence 
Hereafter, if you find that he is guilty. 
See I he is innocent, and holds it sure. 
And rev'reiid sign of unimpeachable purity 
To look scorn in the face of his accuser. 
Part them. D'ye hear i 
. B, ' And art thou then, my Lord, 

The common Provost Marshal ? He's my husband. 
Alone of all the world. His qualities 
Meiit my love. Stand back, black -hearted felon ! 
You, and your complice both. ...Ye shall not 

harm him. 
voice witkout. Lord Rodna ! 
B. You are called. 

3. Who's there ? 

(Enter Nadastis.) 
k. I'm sent, 

My Lord, to bid you to the royal presence. 
My homage, and I come. Why do you linger? 
(Approaching LoBU Bamkban.) Dear my Lord 

Bankban, you are faint. Support thee 
Upon a soldier's breast. Oh, gracious Heaven ! 
He waxes suddenly more white than ashes ; 
The good, the veteran nobleman is dying. 
Pray lean on me, my Lord, I'll lead thee forth. 
Not yet, oh gentle Death ! although I'm weary. 
A little while ! . . I know this royal lady 
Weeping beside me. . know yon pillars shining 
White, like a robed and religious senate; 
But ah ! the mute assembly all recedes ; 
T cannot fix them ; they are fading from me, 
Like waves a breaking on a dreary shore. 
I feel as if I . . . What doth that wretch there ? 
We'll leave him to his baseness ... Lead me 

hence. Love. 

This trouble o'er, you'll be the wealthiest 

And free to choose more wisely. .. yea, more fitly. 
Take my last thanks . . . forgive me : so, 'tis well : 
'Tis very well . . . come, child! my time is 

pressing. 
[Exit, supported by Ladv BankuAn and Nadastib. 
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Ro. (To Balassi.) Follow, and bring me word of the 

dotard's death. IJSxit Balassi. 

His Countess . • • down my heart ! « . A friendless 

widow ? 
I see the end of all, . . her husband dead, 
Her royal sister bound to me, and she ! 
Not yet . . .The Queen must first be sent to Hear n. 
I view, as from a mount, my land of promise, 
In circuit wide, huge cities, field and flood . . . 
Outstretched are hills and dales, and high- 
towered domes. 
To my amplest reach of prospect : . .^Not so fa^^^ 
My soul. Queen Gertrude i . . well? her reg^^ 

strength 
Excepted, she's a woman ... a mer^ woman, 
Not half so dangerous as a beaten hound 
That's pawing to get free. And yet I know not, - - 
That title Queen, although I am resolved. 
Haunts me, till, like prescient Jove, I'd pile 
Mountains upon my foe. Not that I fear her, 
Albeit fear ... let no man hoar me . . . fear 
Has been my life's dread spell, howe'er o'er-' 

master'd. 
I quail to think upon the rabble rout 
I've breathed life into, and how &r hereafter 
They might be wrought on on the like occasions 
Against my person. Oh, their rage is like 
Ignited straws, that by the blast commissioned 
Kindle an en'my's dwelling, whence fierce flames, 
Rolling in eddies, presently return 
To bum the incendiary . . . That must be thought 
of. 

(Enter Balassi.) 
Com'st thou from him ? . . Is he restored ? . . 

But no, 
The crimson of his vest bespoke too plain 
The majesty of death . . . The Countess Bankban 
Is widowed ? Hey, Sir? 
Bal. Even so. The spirit 

Of her brave Lord has parted hence for Heaven. 
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Perhaps ! y 'Twas time. Leave nie. At mid- 
night mind 
Your troop are under arms ; Sir, I may need 'em. 
If Waradiii, as my mind misgives, sliould dare 
Hither return . . .the exile's days are number'd. 
Why do you stay ? 

Is it your will my Lord, 
The band assemble at their accustomed haunt, 
Close to the ancient outworks t 

Certainly. 
Haunted ! , . Where else, save 'ueath those 'tan- 
gled yews. 
Where seldom breath of wind stirs the sick air, 
Yet quivers every leaf, or drops each blossom 
Along the margin of the lazy stream 
That moans from out the slime; whose oozy depths 
Do seem to slumber o'er some lower world ? 
There wait my orders, which, whate'er they be, 
The bearer of this signet shall deliver, 

(Shews his ring.) 
Till when, farewell, 

I humbly take uiy leave. 

[£xit Balassi. 
(RoDKA paces up and down hastily, then stops I 
short ; after remaining a little while in a ' 
thoughtful posture, he speaks.) 
What said the Queen, that Andreas, his life 
Lay in men'a mercy only? if they cross him 
He's like to find such mercy from my creatures 
As the deaf sea affords, o'er whose false depth 
Even now a fleet glides gallantly and free, 
Now blackness yawns like death. And you, 

my Lord 
Bankban, I ween that word you spake erewhiles 
You'll charge me with no more. I will not 

wish you 
Alive again . . Not I ; but Waradin with you ! 
Her Highness too ! . . . Yet not before our nup- 1 

tials ; 
Which, if it take . - .Ye sure slow-wheeling hours 
That loose my fortunes, know your offices, 
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And do . . but tell not ! ^ ^JExit Rodma. 

SCENE II.— The Qubem's Apartment. 

{Enter the Qubbn and Balasst.) 

Qu. You have' rode hard Sir, and I thank you for it, 
Though thou hast tortured me, and shattered me. 
(After a pause^ in which the Quebn walks across 

the stage thoughtfully.) 
The Generals all won over ! The subalterns ? 
Whole Regiments ? And he marches hitherward, 
Hurrying ful things unto extremity ? 

{A pause aaain.) 
Was it not thus you spoke Sir? thus reported ? 

Bal. My Liege, being present when the close-picked 
ranks 
Hail'd Waradin King of Hungary, I could see, 
That in his secret soul he grasps already 
The ermined circle in his hand. 

Qu. He errs. 

And does but clutch at a fantastfc crown. 
'Tis fancy all. He grasps his evil fate. 
For, light of tread as the fell Spartan hound, 
Vengeance is on his track, but one step more 
He struggles in her fangs. He thinks that I 
Am left no choice of vantage ground, and must 
Let my will wait upon necessity : 
But he misdeems. Though I be ringed with fire, 
I will not, like the scorpion, turn my arrow 
On my own breast. Here's something tellsmehow 
To strike to better purpose . . . Dost thou wait? 
You bade Lord Rodna hither ? Thank you ; go. 

[Exit Balassi. 
Well, something must be done. My secret soul. 
Only revenue can cleanse thee, being abased. 
And spotted over like a pard ! And she. 
This sister of one father, not one mother. 
Am I despised for her ? What I ? Rejected ! 
And that with realms for makeweight ? Oh, I spy 
Out of my abject state, struck to the earth, 
A way to spring, like Antseus, back to empire. 
I know a course shall keep him from the crown. 
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Him, and his heirs. Pah ! . . He repeals himself, 
And with uplifted arms would triumph o'er me, 
Sooner than which, I'd wed . . would ? Nay I will, 
(For were not Rodna worse than devil in hell?) 
Making my soul my jointure. Andreas hovers, 
He and bis mutinous troops, over the land 
Like some hlack cloud, in whose gigantic shadow 
lam extinguished. And they'd crown himKing ! 
Would tliey so?.. Let them try it ! . . To this 

point 
I'm fixed; . . Hisway to empire's cross my corpse. 
{Retires vp the stage, and wrapped in thought, 
walks slowly to and fro.) 
{Enter Rodna.) 
Lo, where she steps ! Stately, as if those feet 
Beat time to marshal music; how it suits 
The haughty rustling of her robe ! Now ears 
Be deaf to thunder. My unfaltering cheek, 
Immasked as marble, tell the fixed resolve ; 
But give no token of the cowish spirit. 
Beat bloodless heart ! . . . I'm nothing else but 

Marshal. 
{A pause.) Madam, I am here : . . Your wish ? 
Who's that? . . Your pardon : 
I dreamt I was a Queen. " Wish?" My com- 
mand! 
Nay smooth your brow. , . The tremblings upon 

To think your plots have broke my sleep, show 

plain 
My eyes are open ; They have told my soul 
I am a beggar. 

How? 

A poor petitioner 
To your High Mightiness, . . for he is mighty 
Who knows the way to climb. I have nightly 

since 
You put that maim upon me to appoint thee, 
Whetner I would or no, my Palatine, 
Thought of the dangers 'twixt thyself and me ; 
We have had high words together in my sleep. 
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And waked half spent with wrangling ; . . now 

that's past. 
Thy power's a crescent which doth drink in freely 
More sunlight ; mine is blinded in its lustre. 
Yet were our beams combined, methinks 'twere 

better, 
Lord Rodna, for us both . . . certain for you. 
Ro. (Aside.) So humble! (To the Qvbbv.) Thou 

art Sovereign ! . . 
Qu. (Interrupting him.) You mistake me. 

I was . . was once . . when first you knew me, and 
My kingdoms suffered my rule ; but what I am, 
And thou would'st have me be, and he will let me, 
Or the vicissitude of things right shortly, 
Are now the question. Let us speak to that. 
Ro. (Aside.) I guess at what she aims. Fool! to 
suppose 
Her ends and mine can ever stall together, 
Until the grave, the reconciling grave. 
Swallows distinction up. 
Qu. Alas ! my Lord, 

Being what you look on, I am taught to level 
My mind to my shrunk fortunes. There'^s vaf 

hand. 
Which, but that I'm declined through thy devic^ 
From my own self, and that, that man, . that . . * 

pah! 
My lips are blistered ; Waradin, I would say. 
Aims at the crown, I would as lief, Grod knows^ 
Were blasted like a leaf, as tender thee : 
Mark that ! . . you see it Sir ? 
Ro. (Aside.) A twin conclusion, 

Buzz, and be friends ! (To the Queen.) I'll kiss 
it kneeling, Madam. 
Qu. (Stepping back, and dramng herself up with a 
stately air.) That shall you not . . . Not yet 
I mean .. . . Rest there. 
This hand has been impalmed by kings, and knew 
To wield a sceptre, but since yesterday 
Such strong impediment, like a mountain, weighs 
on't, 
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That for my soul, tliou{j(i Heaven be on my lipa. 
Lift it to pray I cannot. 
Apart.) If I err not. 

Her grief is like a teinpest-cJoucl at noon. 
Where oft tlie sleeping lightning of revenge 
Hides in the vap'rous folds. ( To her.) May I be- 
seech you 'I . . 
Do not you speak : I want your intent ear, 
But not to hear you. I've received advices 
Frona friends i'the camp, that he, our sometime 

cousin, 

"Was by the riotous goldiery invested 
'With sovereign power, and that with an acclaim 
Might root up thrones, and drown the angry 

thunder 
That would prevent them. They are at hand, 

to seal 
Their threat'ninga on thy head . . . 

(.After a pause.) Does not this shake you ? 
They bring no terror Madam. {Ande.) So my 

knave 
iHaa done his lying aptly. {To her.) They are 

chaff. 
Sprinkled along the course of the east wind. 
To be soon swept otT with its wings. Not one 
In th' city, but who, in the trim of Mars, 
Would buckler Bodna 'gainst the world. 

But not 
Against high Heaven ! {Aside.) I strain, as doth 

the eagle, 
Clasp'd in the killing folds of the green serpent, 
Bearing the subtle venom at her wing. 
iThrough sunshine, night, and tempest, calm, and 

cloud, 
{To RoDNA.) Were not these arms alone as safe 

a corslet ? 
{Aside.) She's coming to the point ! Be still my 

soul! 
What I have spoken is as much, methinks, 
'As it befits a Queen to stoop ; yet further. 
My pride, that struck the stars, lies flat with earth. 
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Build thou thy sway i' th' state, not on the rV^^' 
But prop it 'gainst my^ consecrated title, 
That s founded strong in law and ancient cuB^^ ' 
And by a thousand toueh and stringy roots^ 
Fixed to the people's pious nursery mith; . ^ 
Be such thy tower of policy. 
Ro. Hear I right ? 

Qu. (Turns from him^ and speaks half to MTself.) 
Tell me my soul is there no otner way ? 
No stumblmg-block to Waradin but this ? 
I cannot do it ! . . 'tis impossible ! 
What ! must I . . . . {Pomes.) 
Ro. {Insidiously.) If Prince Andreas e'er dethrone 

Your Highness, he will share his crown with ^ 
Qu. (Interrupting him.) Silence! 

Sure thou hast drunk with adders ! Andrea^^ ^ 
Share crowns with whom? (To herself.) W:^- 

Beatrice ? . . Hold my brain ! 
(To RoDNA.) Pray now your pardon ... I yr^' 

telling you, 
Had you but marked me ; . . as I was observin 
In states there's nothing more unsound thi 

power 
Th)Ett borrows his foundation from the mob* 
Thy edifice of grandeur, good my Lord, 
Is a triumphal mark, as yet infirm, 
Though glorious to the gaze : the arch on high 
Lacks the last key-stone. Do you apprehend, me^ 
If, after what has past . . . 

(Her voice falterSy and she turns aside.) 

I cannot speak it. 

And yet . . . 

(Recoverina her self-possession with a determined 
effort^ she approaches Rodna, and adds so^ 
lemnly^) 

Lord Rodna, legalize your greatness ! 
Ro. Would your Grace deign to point me out the 

way? 
Qu. Thou art so high, my Lord, I know not how, 
Save wedding with the Queen of Hungarf ; 
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Be durable as bright. 

What mean you, Madam? 
Would'st raise my hopes to make you laerry with? 
{Placing her hand on his head.) 
Thus high, my Lord, I'd raise tlieni,..if it please 

you J 
ill jealousies and Fears that import danger 
Die in our union. I am prepared, in plain, 
To make thy fortunes proud or e'er this hand 
Be riper by an hour. Seal with thy lip 
Our compact, if my motion have lorn up 
All roots of ancient rancour. 

God defend 

baulk this act of grace : Lo ! here I lay 
My duty on your hand ... So may one heart 
Sway our designs ! 

' Amen! And Waradin never 

Sit on the throne of Hungary ! . . Leave me now; 
'But Join me in the chapel presently. 
We'll then consummate all . . . on this side 

Heaven. 
(Aside.) A long eternity ! { To her.) Farewell your 

Grace! 
Ahappy issue to our covenant ! {Kisses her hand.) ' 

[£^1! RODNA. 

The Judas strikes heyond the fall I have. 
His triumph tempts my faith ; My aoul ! it smites J 
Beneath the grave . . below redemption's reach. 
And makes an Atheist of me. 
{Paces up and dawn— then slops short — remaina I 
a little while in a thoughtfvl posture.) 

Bankhan's dead ! . . 
His widow's free to wed again ; How's that ? ■ 
Shall she enjoy him all ? Whilst I stand wishing, 
And like a spirit damn'd, he robhed of hope! 

{Goes to the side, and calls) — 
Doth any wait ? . . Without ! . . , 

What, mate with him .' 
Our Cousin ! whilst .... (calls) D'ye hear ! , 

Shall he carry it thus! 
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Be well attended ; ever peace and pleasure 
Dance in his sight? He^d wish no happier 

freedom 
Than banishment ; . . . Tis I that live in exile! 
In that thought madness dwells. 

{Enter Attendant.) 

( To Attendanty^Awuy ! 
Att, Your Highness 

Called i 
Qu. True. 

{After a pause) — 

I walked abroad before the sunligW, 
This mom, which smiled all unconcerned, and 

mocked 
My unrest . . . Look : ^Mid yonder thicket shone 
Blossoms upon the bosom of the earth, 
Like stars of many colours ; they shot forth 
Their flourished hues of vegetable light 
Fast by the fount . . some paces from a cypress. 
I nearer drew to gaze : . . So gloriously 
They wore the morning dew upon their heads, 
As if they were crowned queens of all the flowers ; 
Robed were they in the purple, and anon. 
When the slow lazy breeze came muttering by, 
The frail stems bow'd, and dipped their long black 

leaves. 
Like hair below the water. 
Att. Oh, your Grace ! 

Qu. Silence. I know that each particular bud 
Is of divine effect ; and that within > 
Shut up like honey in the bee, there lurks 
A drop of death. Pluck me a score of them, 
And shed their balm into a phial. 
Att. Why 

'Tis mortal poison. 
Qu. It is saving health ! 

Or . . Do I bid thee drink it ? Cull the simples. 

IJExit Attendant. 
(Queen goes to the window and looks out.) 
The day is wasted to the dregs. 
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The fountains of the light spring silently, 
And slowly, and the tide of beamy noon 
Hath fled up to the arch, and sleeps . . how near 
Its source ! There's something crawls on earth 

alive. 
Which shall not be when past those massy clouds, 
The rocks of that most glorious ocean shore. 
That tide flows by again. . . . She dies to night ! 

\_Exit, 

END OF ACT FOURTH. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — A Banquetting Room. — The Queen and 
RoDNA (as King) on chairs of state, — Nobles xind 
Ladies assembled at table,^— Officer by the side of 
RoDNA with Missives f who has just perused the dis- 
patch, 

Ro. Thus have we happily begun our reign. 

The army, awed by our stem front 's dispersed ; 
Their exiled leader bends again his course 
Toif ards Syria : so His given out . . . My Queen ! 

Qu. {Descends from the seat in agitation.) 

I taste the bitter fruit of rashness. God ! 
Did Andreas never purpose to unqueen me ? 
Then had I made a pause, this union shunned, 
I had been still mine own ! My headlong ire 
Drew after it reason . waking, I am mad. 
Indeed to think whq,f s dope. 

Ro. (^Apart.) My thoughts are now 

Wedded unto my wish. My obscure spring 
Has a right royal vent. The heav'n-blue veins 
That lace, and swell her haughty bosom, may 
Wave with a stream, more lively than runs here. 
But for the rest . . tift! tut ! 'tis place, not blood. 
Determines what we are. 

{Shouts without ; Rodna addressing himself 

to those near,) 

Does not it thunder? 
g2 
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Nobleman. My Liege, the shouting rabble. 

Ro. Hey, for what 

Shout they ? - . Our marriage ? 

Nob. oire, for Waradin . . . 

His victory o'er the Tartars. 

Ro. Chide them home ! 

Flat treason ! Waradin ! A banished traitor ! 
Make proclamation of our dread displeasure : 
Hang him who lacks obedience. 

{To an Officer.) Go about it. 

Qu. The tyrant demagogue ! . . . Gone to Syria, 
Is't likely without Beatrice ? He'll be here 
To compass her ; I know the means are plotted, 
And I but dream of vengeance ; ah ! I've ran 
My bark upon a rock by my own arts, 
ril have the forehand of him. Sister mine, 
I'll match you a second time, and with a king 
Whose purple cleaves to his gaunt and marrow- 
less bones. 
In whose embraces of perpetual winter 
You'll freeze to a ne'er-melting icicle . . . 
I'll wed you to him straight. [Exit. 

Ro. Ah ! the night deepens. 

Break up the banquet. Lords. Our gentle Consort 
By her sudden 'parture schools us. All good 
night. 

Nob. The fairest blessings rest on your Highness' 
couch. 
We humbly take our leave. 

[Exeunt Noblemen^ ^c. 

Ro. {To Servant.) Attend those men you told me of? 

Serv. They wait 

Below, your Grace. 

Ro. {Apart.) I'll make quick work and sure. 

{To Servant,) Bertald ! 

Serv. My Lord ? 

Ro. {Apart.) ' Suppose it be to night? 

Why should I dally with occasion ? Andreas 
In exile, and the common heart mine own . . . 
Yes, it shall he to-night. {To Servant) Bertald ! 

Serv. My Lord ? 
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Presently. {Apart.) Ifafterall Iwednot Reafriee 
Whence grows my protit? Not a. thought I have 
But anchors on her. When 1 would respire, 
The air comes coffined up in sepulchres ; 
Food in digestion turns to aconite ; 
The flowing goblet mantles to the brim 
With slime of asps , . . and all because of her. 
What cure for this, save to dispatch her sister, 
And so make way for her to bless my bed ? 
( To Servant.) 
Dost thou wait still T Go bid her Majesty 
Not leave her chamber, but attend me there . . . 
At midnight, and alone. [Exeunt separately/. 

ENE 11.—^ Gothic Hall.— War ATiin and Hassan 
disguised as two Outlaws ; their faces concealed in 
drapery. 

Let me beseech your Grace, if he lay bare 
His devilish nature, which I know to be 
A hell of hideous ihougfats, not to betray 
Yourself in any way. 

I'm armed 'gainst aught 
Would mar my ends in this disguise, vfhich aim 
Even at the heart of his councils, and, . . no matter. 
. Yet had the Queen not cast her lot so wide 
Of her own worth, I had wrenched her royalty 
From her disloyal subjects' gripe ; it had been 

Deep service then, which now 

Lord Rodna, Sir. 
{Unter Rodna.) 

You're here ; . , and yet I know ye not : whence 

are ye ? 
From Lord Balassi, please you. 

That it does not. 
Why comes he not himself i' 
(Aside.) By reason of 

A heavy purse he had to stay away. 
(To Rodna.) 

My Lord, he's taken sick, and suddenly. 
Are ye of his bosom ? 
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Ha. Oh, my Lo)*d, his ledger; 

He enters all his thoughts in us^ so please you. 
Ro. You guess the business then you are come upon] 
Ha. Some trifle of phlebotomy, I conceive? 
Ro. What, wouldst thou let men's blood to lap it 
merely? 

That were suspicious . . fmught with fears. Thou 
wolfl 

Wet-lipped, that liv'st on steam of human gore, 

I do not like thine instincts. Know she is 

A high offender, and must not be scarred. 
Wa. {Aside,) She? who? 
Ha. a Lady? goodness bless me! Ah! 

You 're married now ... I see it clear enough ! 

You have a cardinal virtue 'mong the Ladies. 
Ro. (Apart.) If not in blood, how then? I have it*. 

hither. 
Ha. My Lord? 
Ro. I did ... I want ye. Reptile Horror ! 

How thou dost creep about me! .... You're 
inclined 

To this ? 
Ha. We've cut the veins of small white infants, 

Of beauteous maids, and more such delicates 

Ere now, and never cared to wipe our steel 

Till dry. We mind not bathing our strong hands, 

So we're well paid. 
Ro. Softly ; no blood, I tell ye. 

(To Wabadin.) 

Hither ! Thou Sir ! . . The deed I have to do 

Is necessary, for she is a culprit. 

(Zb Hassan, who retires a few paces,) 

List if there be a footstep to disturb us. 

(TbWARADIN.) 

Let me take hold upon tliy raiment. Silence ! 
What was it ? 

Wa. Air. 

Ha. It whistles as in scorn. 

Ro. This way : come further ; deeper : oh! if possible 
Into the lieart of rest. Let us have no 
Society but our own terrors . . . Lightly I 
Tu^u know'st within the. melancholy grove, 
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Girt by the bastion of our royal palace, 
A tardy, deep, and sullen current rolls 
Unwillingly : thou may'st have eat upon 
Its banks, and seen its glassy face laada black 
By tall pines, which leun over it; and talk 
So sad . . they weep to hear themselvca. 
fiA. (Aside.) So drop 

Their foolish rheum at every pause, the while 
Fall fast the sick leaves they hare worn to ruin. 
. , . Oh that's a parable ! 

We know the place. 
Hard by Balassi and yourself hold counsel : 
The band meet there to night. 

So ran my orders; 
But do not speak so loud. JVo mortal secret 
Beneath that solitary water's grave 
Can the shrewd eye pry into : Heaven's lights 
Wot not what's done under the strict embrace 
Of those protecting boughs. . . You wander,Sir? 
I've known the spot from childhood. 

Good ! this hour , . . 
Now all is hushed and quiet in the city, 
£Bter the bedroom of the kings of Hungary : . . . 
She will not sleep; tear her away from silence 
Thither ; transport the bright and beautiful wretch 
Lower than the last creeping water next 
The earth, . . plunge ! , . 
Wa. Say I Pray aay on whom ? . Oh speak.' 

Why'tisallone : some rub in his Lordship's way. 
Remember ! do not spill her blood, for that 
Were criminal! But let lier drown, immured 
By waves from theconimon eye as close as marble. 
Watch ya by torchlight that she yield lier 

strength. 
And die at last , . . What haat thou heard ? 

My Lord, 
We are instructed, and eliall carefully 
Perform. 

Once clutchrd thy victini, sure to kill ? 
E'en so. 

But ye are retiolved '! Uh swcrvo not! though 
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Perchance thou'It scare tUe nestled vulture fortb 
From bowerin^ heights, to flap her wings, ftod ay 
Unto the midnight Heavens bitterly ; 
Think it not ominous, though thoa shalt bear 
The pUiDied heron dash out of the waters; 
And haply . . for I know his court is near. . 
The sovereign uagle may forsake his mount. 
And trace a magic circle right above ye ; 
Then scream , and go off to the stars. Youll fear 

not? 
God wot! these things are in the course of naturei 
Or if not, . if not . . . why the deed is warranted, 
And must he done despight of prodigies. 
Are ye resolved? 

Ha. As to why and wherefore. 

It rests with you . 

Ito. Of course. Well I batestudi 

Wa. Thou hast not said on whom. 

Ro. Did I not say . . . 

{Looking roimd and lowering his voice.) 
The Queen. 

Wa. The Queen ! Is't possible? What Gertrude? 

Ro. Is there another Queen ? As yet 1 think not I 
So I and God who made her want her gone. 

Wa. Consummate villain ! Hell's abandoned fiend 
Did never in the drunkenness of spleen 
Conceive such guilt as thy soul touches on. 
What she, who raised thee from tby abjec 

lowness, 
Until thou sitt'st aloft within the verge 
Of royalty ... To draw thy sceptred bride 
Within the compa:SS of thy bloody toils ! 
Kneel down, or ere I pash thee to the dust 
Before offended God : use up thy seconds 
To ask Heaven's pardon : yet thou ueedst no 

hope it, 
There s no remission in the book of doom 
For damned sins like thine. 

Ha. {Apart.) 'Twas this I fearedi 

Ro. How! do you dare? Why these exclaims? Do! 
know me? 
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For the perfectest wretch of tlie world. Would'st 

thou know me i« . 
Queen Gertrude's Cousin stands before thee, 
Traitor ! ( Throws off his disguise-) 

Ro. Andreas 1 . Vm blasted! 
Wa. Tremble Murderer! 

There's not a mute engender'd thing in nature 
But has a tongue to name thee ; for whom tortures 
Elernal were too short-lived. Nay, thou shalt not 
Fly me. Lay hands on him, . . I'll forthwith seek 
Her Grace to unfold to her thismonstrous treason. 
Meanwhile be sure you keep him safe. I'd rather 
Your dagger pinned him to the door Chan find hiut 
Over its threshold. [Exit Waradih. 

(/n an insinuating voice.) Friend ! 

Wouldst raise the devil I 
I'll prove myself the truest friend in the world. 
If you'll relea.se me. Thou canst name no ransom 
But I will pay it . . only let me pass. 
Ten thousand dollars ? 

They are thine. 

That ring t 
Take it. {CHves thering.) 

The Prinde, thou 'It do no harm upon him ? 
Not I. 

Wilt pledge thy soul to that, Lord Rodna ? 
Ay, will I. 

Say, I pray to God in Heaven 
To put some horrid end to me, if ever 
I plot his Highness' death. Repeat! 

My God, 
Inflict some sudden death on me, if 1 
Conspire the death of Andreas. 

Are the doUars 
About you ? 

fVo ; but I can fetch them straight. 
I thank you ; . .just subscribe this instrument ; 
'Twill serve as well. (Holds a paper.) 
(Goes to the table to larite.) 

Your glove, that's on the {taper. 
Hides all that's writ. 
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Ha. Woald'st slink away from justice 

You '11 sign as it is . . . Yjea blindfold. Tis not much 
To ask, . .or does not seem so! 
Ro. Well, well ; . . there- 

(Hassan iakes the paper^ folds it^ and placed 

it in his vest,) 
Now give me way. 
Ha. rd have five minutes vantage 

(Aside.) My soul doth toil, and tire with yo 

Rodna ; 

I pierce your purpose by the token that 
Your tongue be glib'd with lies to your de- 
struction. 
( To him,) My Lord, good morning. 

■[^Exit Hassan. 
Ro. So now enough, my soul ! tremble no more ; . . 
At least for this affright. Thy flimsy fears 
Deliver to the winds ? Andreas must die. 

None here would Ha ! my band . . . 

WeVe on the edge 
Of hazard, both ; and one must try th' abyss. 
1 11 bring ttem hither to dispatch my enemy. 

[^JSxit, 

SCENE HI. — A melancholy grove: stream running 
through it, — Ragotski and a few followers. 

Ra. Prince Andreas ere now should have been back 
With his dark guide. What holds him in delay ? 
I '11 follow at all hazards. 

{Enter Hassan precipitately.) 

Ha. It is done ! 

Ra. Where is the Prince ? 

Ha. {Exultingly.) The band, Lord Rodna's band. 

Do homeward take their course by my contri- 
vance, "^ 

In virtue of this ring. 
Ra. But, Sir, his Highness ? 

Ha. Rodna 11 be here to seek his myrmidons. 

To do the Prince to death : but if he comes, 

He treads upon the verge of the black desert 
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Bemixt U8 and the everlasting pit, 
Where air is eating flames unquenchable. 
Wliat dost thou mean ? 

Rodna is ripe to perish ; 
And as a hollow fruit shakes down at the hlast, 
So will he drop into unhallow'd grave, 
When my quick wrath doth visit )iim. Hush! 

heard you 
No echo ? 

Not the leavings of a breath. 
Methought I caught a cry; but jealous creatures 
Are tenants near : at times a desolate bird 
Screams at the gushing wind ; and shy, and 

swifter 
Things than the light sweep by us, and are gone. 

(A pause.) 
How noiseless .' Save the death-watch thwarting 

sound 
Of yonder brook, that brook! , . (Ahell chimes.) 
Nay, the morn speaks, 
'Tis pealing in the clouds : Tlie sensible air 
Doth •iitch and carry on the sullen warning 
Through waste paths where the winds ride. 

Yet I ween 
Light and life are not quickened ! Sure there's 

none 
Awake, but only we and Time. 

{RODNA, rushing in, exclaims) Undone I 
Ruined ! My band ! Where are niy band 

dispersed ? 
{Seizing him.) 
You've broke your faith like flax, and you shall 

die for it. 
Whftthave you done Vfith my band? . , Let me 

loose ! , . ho ! 
Vour cries are vain : There's no soul bat ourselves 
Far many a rood about. . . I' bav« tlismisg'd 
Toot troops. 

' Who art thou vasaul ? 

{Tkruwing uffJm eloak.) Dost thuu ask ? 



93 GERTRUDE AND BEATRICE. [act v. 

The Moor! (Rodna starts.) Whom thou didst 
strike and palter with . . . 

How now ? What ! frighted ere thy final audit'* 

I give thee but a minute to collect 

The guilt of a bad life, and to betake 

Thee to thy prayers. 
Ro. I'm stifled ! You will not kill me ? 

Rate me at what thou wilt, I will make thee richer. 

rU givfe thee gold in wedges . . Thou lov*st 
diamonds: . . 

Ill clothe thee, Moor, in tissue, wrought with 
jewels, 

Such as no eye shall bear to look upon . • . 

So thou wilt let me live. 
Ha. How shall we kill him? 

Ro. {Eagerly.) 

Ragotski, thou' It not join to cut me off! 

I implore you bid them lay no hands on me. 
Ra. Nay, Hassan, 

Deem not that I'll permit an act which will not 

Hold weight in th' scale of law. For this Lord's 
crimes, 

'Tis right he be convict on earth before 

The eternal doom. 
Ha. This action is confirmed 

By course of justice. Nay, peruse the warrant, 

n hich lies . . . warm . . . next my heart ... as 
in a sheath 

Shut up, whose edge, when drawn, should take 
his life. 

There . . . Trust your eyes. 

(Hassan produces the warrant.) 
Ra. {Reading.) 

Authorized and ordered . . To my faithful 
liegemen : 

At sight of our commission, on the instant — 

You execute Lord Rodna. 'Tis correct ; 

And graced with the royal sign of " Gertrude.** 
Ro. False ! 

It is a forgery, Ragotski. . • His 

Forgery ! 
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(Speaking significantly in a low voice to Rodka.) 
If 't be, 'I'm tbine ! . . The blank you gave me 
To warrant the King's glaughter; but in lieu, 
OfWaradin'sname, Know, you yourself have writ 
Not half an hour gone by, your style and title 
Within this bond of death. 

(RoDNA staggers back from the spot tukere he 
stood, and clasps his hands convulsively.) 
A sudden dew 
Dips me all o'er. . . No hope ? {Stands aghast.) 
{After a pause.) After what faBuiOD 

Shall we obey the royal edict? 

Feel loth to 'file my sword . . . 

My Lord ! The traitor, 
Deeming us murderers, . . the Prince and me . . 
Did set us on to cast the royal Gertrude 
Beneath that sullen solitary wave. 
There may he meet the fate he meant for her! 
Appareird in lliut robe of empire , . that 
Like death to which it leads, sits on him., let him, 
Lying in cold and silent pageantry, 
Flush the still water with his gorgeous scarlet. 
An excellent device. 

{Feebly.) Do spare my life ! 

My fellows here will lend their aid whilst 1 
Repair to the palace. Having done your office, 
Come after with all haste. 
{feebly.) Oh, sluy ! . , reprieve me. 

{Shaking his head.) 

That's now for highest justice, to which I 
Commit you. Hassan speed. [£!xit Ragotski. 

Companions 
Let us make short. 

( 7%ey approach Rodna, who sinks on his knees.) 
{in an imploring voice.) 

Dear Hassan, hast thou not 
Fed from my trencherJ . . Pi-ay you now ; for 
pi^ . . . . . 

{Interrupting him.) 
You bade me drown the Queen, for which those 

lip, 
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That kissed where they betrayed, against the 

pressure 
Of liquid death shall close in vain. Sirs, hale him. 
Ro. (/» a faint hurried voice-) Stay ! be not hasty : 
{A pause owing to Rodna^s being unable to proceed; 
tkeny after struggling far utterance.) 

Hassan ! . . let me breathe ! 
Be it in a dungeon in contagious darkness, 
Or where the centuried dead lie neighbour'd 

with 
Young children new in grave-clothes, rotting all 
Together under monumental marble : . . 
There repent out my crimes, and drag the 

remainder 
Of nature ! any where, . . So there be air 
Enough for life : Oh, any thing but death ! 
Ha. Go to : How dare you plead ? . . Reproach, and 
shame 
Have crept into my nature, and God's wrath. 
And all by thee. 
Ro. You urge me hard with doings, 

Which not my will, but Destiny occasioned. 

(In a piteous voice.) 
A second ... to make peace with Heaven ? 
Ha. Well, quit ye. 

(Hassan and the rest retire a few paces.) 
Ro. It can't be true. No hope ? Why do priests lie. 
And say, God 's merciful ? If so, my cries 
Were not blown back like breath against the wind. 
What I, Lord Marshal, Palatine, and King, 
To die ? Ay drown ! drown like a dog . . a cat ? 
Why have 1 toiled ? Why spun my web . . Ah, 

dolt ! . . 
So fine, to mesh me ? 

(Strikes his breast in despair.) 

Fool ! I will not submit. 
For Vm not guilty . . don't deserve to suffer 
By violence. Tis murder, and not justice. 
I appeal to Andreas, and will not be plunged 
Into the slimy pool 'mid putrid adders ; 
Feel myself gnawed upon till I decay. 
And this fine spirit and sense of life give place 



Ct-xs HI.] GERTRUDE AND BEATRICE. its 

To tlie chill ^lank of an eternal sleep. 
Or ehe, , . , 

(He stops short, then after a pause,) 

Oil God ! perchance tliere niBy inhabit, 
Full many a fathom down that dark abysm, 
Things that men wot not of, more horrible fer 
To bide than conscious rotting; , . . dieembodied 
Crimes, wailings, stifled shrieks, and glimmering 

shapes 
Of fiends that office all . . . They close upon me ! 
{■{Shrieks, and stands with his body bent in atower- 

ing posture, as if stttpified with horror.) 
Your time ia told : he is forspent, and hears not. 
'Tis as well. Fall to work. Look how bis 

knees 
Do smite each other ! Such a face as that 
Fve seen on marble slabs : his shrunken skin's 
Bedew'd with clammy sweat : his idiot stare 
Lacks speculation : sure the unconscious soul 
Will never more be drawn from his eclipse. 
And death itself were scarce achange ol being. 

( They lay hold w/Rodna, toho utters a shriek : 
as they are leading him towards the water, 
he suddenly breaks away, and stnygera to the 
front of the stage.) 
I. (X-ooking wildly around.) 

No, no ! ye murder, and not execute. 

Hassan, suck honours, snch advancements wait 

thee, 
letisp; lam not fit; keep me from Hell! 
My soul 's nnshrived, and shivering . . . shiyering ! 

. . . cold ! 
Mygely'd blood is snow, , , snow, round my heart. 
I am one with death already, only that 
The life stirs in my hair. Dark! dark! dark! 

Pray 
Let me do penance first. Yon look like men. 
But have no hearts to match, . . no consciences. 
Oh, for my soul's sake, mercy ! will you none ? 
The world reels under me : 1 sink through space ; 
Unhousel'd, unaljsolr'd, for endless Kges, 
Sink ) down ! oh horror ! help ! . . 1 will not die. 
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Ha. Oh, my Lord, his ledger; 

He enters all his tliouglits in us, bo ple&sG you. 

Ro. You gucssttie business then you are come uponfj 

Ha. Some trifle of phlebotomy, 1 conceive? I 

Ro. What, wouMst thou let men's blood to lap itf 

merely ? I 

That were suspicious . . fi-aught with fears. Thou | 
wolf! 

Wet-lippi^'d, that liv'at on steara of human gore, 

1 do not like thine instincts. Know she is 

A high offender, and raustnot bi; scarred. 
Wa. {Aside.) She? who? 
Ha. a Lady ? goodnesa bless me! Ah! 

You 're married now ... I pee it clear enough ! 

You have a cardinal virtue 'mong the Ladies. 
Ho. {Apart.} If not in blood, how then? I have it: 

hither. 
Ha. My Lord? 
Ro. I did ... I want ye. Reptile Horror ! 

How thou dost creep about nie! .... You're 
inclined 

To this ? 
Ha. We've cut the veins of small while infants, 

Of beauteous maids, and more such delicates 

Ere now, and never cared to wipe our steel 

Till dry. We mind not bathing our strong hands. 

So we're well paid. 
Ro. Softly; no blood, I tell ye. 

{To Wahadin.) 

Hither ! Thou Sir ! . . The deed I have to do 

Is necessaiy, for she is a culprit. 

( To Hassan, who retires afeic paces.) 

List if there be a footstep to disturb us. 

(Tb Wahadin.) 

Let me take hold upon thy raiment. Silence! ll 

What was it ? 
Wa. Air. 

Ha. It whiiitles as in scorn. 

Ko. This way: come further; deeper: oh! ifpOMslbltf I 

Into the heart of rest. Let us have no 

Soeiety but our own terrors . . . LighUy ! 

Thou know'at within the melauelioly grove, 
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Girt by the bastion of our royal palace, 
A tardy, deep, and snllen current rolls 
Unwillingly : thou may'st have sat upon 
Its banks, and seen its glassy face made black 
By tall pines, which lean over it ; and talk 
So sad . . they weep to hear themselves. 

Wa. (Aside.) So drop 

Their foolish rheum at every pause, the while 
Fall fast the sick leaves they have worn to ruin. 
, . . Oh that's a parable ! 

Ha. We know the place. 

Hard by Balassi and yourself hold counsel : 
The band meet there to night. 

Ro. So ran my orders ; 

But do not speak so loud. No mortal secret 
Beneath that solitary water's grave 
Can the shrewd eye pry into : Heaven's lights 
Wot not what's done under the strict embrace 
Of those protecting boughs. . . You wander, Sir? 

Wa. IVe known the spot from childhood. 

Ro. Good ! this hour . . . 

Now all is hushed and quiet in the city. 
Enter the bedroom of the kings of Hungary : . . . 
She will not sleep; tear her away from silence 
Thither ; transport the bright and beautiful wretch 
Lower than the last creeping water next 
The earth, . . plunge ! . . 

Wa, Say ! Pray say on whom? . Oh speak ! 

Ha. Why 'tis all one : some rub in his Lordship's way. 

Ro. Remember ! do not spill her blood, for that 
Were criminal ! But let her drown, immured 
By waves fromthecommon eye as close as marble. 
Watch ye by torchlight that she yield her 

strength. 
And die at last . . • What hast thou heard ? 

Ha. My Lord, 

We are instructed, and shall carefully 
Perform. 

Ro. Once clutched thy victim, sure to kill? 

Ha. E'en so. 

Ro. But ye are resolved ? Oh swerve not! though 
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Percbance thou'lt scare the nestled vulture forth i 

From bowering heights, to flap her wings, and cry i 

Unto the midnight Heavens bitterly ; 

Think it not ominous, though tbon shalt bear 

The plumed heron dash out of the waters ; 

And haply . . for I know hia court is near . . 

Tbe sovereign eagle may forsake his mount, 

And trace a magic circle right above ye ; 

Then scream, and go oti^ to the stars. You'll fear 

not? 
God wot ! these things are in tbe course of nature. 
Or if not, , if not . . . why the deed is warranted, 
And must be done despighl of prodigies. 
Are ye resolved? 

Ha, As to why and wherefore, 

It rests with you. 

Ro. Of course. Well I hareeaJd. 

Wa. Thou hast not said on whom. 

Ro. T)id I not say . . . 

{Looking round and lowering his voice.) 
The Queen. 

Wa, The Queen ! Is 't possible? What Gertrude ? 

Ro. Is there another Queen ? As yet I think not t 
So I and God who made ber want her gone. 

Wa. Consummate villain ! Hell's abandoned fiend 
Did never in tbe drunkenness of spleen 
Conceive such guilt as thy soul touches on, 
What she, who raised thee from thy abject 

lowness. 
Until thou sitt'st aloft within tbevei^e 
Of royalty ... To draw iby sceptred bride 
Within the compass of tby bloody toils I 
Kneel down, or ere 1 pash thee to the dust 
Before offended God : use up thy seconds 
To ask Heaven's pardon : yet thou needst not 

hope it, ' 

There's no remission in tbe book of doom 
For damned sins like thine. 

Ha. (Apart.) Twas this I feared. 

Ro. How! do you dare? Why these exclaims? Dost I 
know nie? 
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,. For the perfecteat wretch of the world. Would'st 
thou know me (^ . 
Queen Gertrude's Cousin stands before thee, 
Traitor .' ( Throws off his disguise-) 

Andreas! . Fm blasted! 

Tremble Murderer t 
There' s not a mute engendered thing in nature 
But has a tongue to name thee; for whom tortures 
Eternal were too short-lived. Nay, thou shalt not 
Fly me. Lay hands on him. . . I'll forthwith seek 
Her Grace to unfold to her thismonstrous treason. 
Meanwhile be sure you keep htm safe. I'd rather 
Your dagger pinned him to the door than find him 
Over ita threshold. [^Exit Waradis. 

{In an insinuating voice.) Friend ! 

Wouldst raise the devil ? 
I'ltprove myself the truest friend in the world. 
If you'll release me. Thou canst name no ransom 
But I will pay it. . only let me pass. 
Ten thousand dollars ? 

They are thine. 

That ring ? 
Take it. {Gives the ring.) 

The Prinfie, thou 'It do no harm upon him ? 
Not I. 

Wilt pledge thy soul to that, Lord Rodna ? 
Ay, will I. 

Say, I pray to God in Heaven 
To put some horrid end to me, if ever 
I plot his Highness' death. Repeat! 

My God, 
Inflict some sudden death on me, if 1 
Conspire the death of Andreas. 

Are the dollars 
About you ? 

No ; hut I can fetch them straight, 
I thank you ; . .just subscribe this instrument ; 
Twill serve as well. {Holds apaper.) 
{Gots to the table to write.) 

Your glove, that's on the paper. 
Hides all that's writ. 
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Ua. Would'st slink away from justice I 

You'll sign as it is... Yea blindfold. Tig not mucha 

To ask, ..or doee not eeem so! 

Ro. Well, well; . . therft.! 

(Hassan takes the paper-, folds it, and placet M 

it in his vest.) 

Now give me way. 

Ha. I'd have five minutes vanlage.fl 

{Aside.) My soul dotli toil, and tire with youfl 

Kodna ; 
I pierce your purjtoBe by the token that 
Your tongue be glib'd with, lies to your de-1 

struction. 
{To him.) My Lord, good morning. 

[ExU HftS6 
Ho. So now enough, my soul ! tremble no more ; 
At least for thi.'* att'right. Thy llimsy fears 
Deliver to the winds? Andreas must die. 

PJone iiere would Ha ! my band . . . 

We're on the edg< 
Of hazard, both ; and one must try tb' abyss. 
1 '11 bring tjjem hither to dispatch my enemy. 

\_Exit. 

SCENE III. — A melancholy grove: stream running 

through it. — 'Ragotski and a Jew followers. 

Ra. Prince Andreas ere now should have been hack>| 
With his dark guide. What holds him in delay C 
1 '11 follow at all hazards. 

{Enter H^f^sAs preclpllateli/.) 
Ha. It is done ! 

Ka. Where is the Prince ? 
Ha. {Exidtingly.) The band. Lord Rodna'a baadj 

Do homeward take their course by my contr 
vance, " 

Jn virtue of this ring. 
Ra. But, Sir, hi^ HigUnass t 

Ha. Rodna '11 be here to seek bis myrmidons. 

To do the Prince to death : but if be c 

He treads upon the verge of Uie black desert 
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Betwixt us and the everlasting pit, 
Where air is eating flames unquenchable. 
!Ra. What dost thou mean ? 

Ha. Rodna is ripe to perish ; 

And as a hollow fruit shakeis down at the blast, 
So will he drop into unhallow'd grave, 
When my quick wrath doth visit him. Hush ! 

heard you 
No echo ? 
Ra. Not the leavings of a breath. 

Ha. Methought I caught a cry; but jealous creatures 
Are tenants near : at times a desolate bird 
Screams at the gushing wind ; and shy, and 

swifter 
Tfhings than the light sweep by us, and are gone. 

{A pause,) 
How noiseless ! Save the death-watch thwarting 

sound 
Of yonder brook, that brook \ . . (A bell chimes.) 
Ra. ^^» ^^® morn speaks. 

Ha. 'Tis pealing in the clouds : The sensible air 
Doth ©atch and carry on the sullen warning 
Through waste paths where the winds ride. 

Yet I ween 
Light and life are not quickened ! Sure there''s 

none 
Awake, but only we and Time. 

(Rodna, rushing in, exclaims) Undone ! 
Ruined! My band! Where are my band 
dispersed ? 
Ha. (Seizing him.) 

YouVe broke your faith like flax, and you shall 
die for it. 
Ro. What have you done with my band ? . . Let me 

loose ! . . ho ! 
Ha. Your cries are vain : There''s no soulbut ourselves 
For many a rood about. . . I have dismissM 
Your troops. 
Ro. Who art thou vassal ? 

Ha. {Throwing bffhis cloak,) Dost thou ask ? 
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The Moor! (Rodna star/*.) Whom thou didsi I 
strike and palter with ... I 

How now? What! frighted ere thy final audit! 1 

I give thee but a minute to collect 

The guilt of a bad life, and to betake 

Thee to thy prayers. 
Ro. I'm stifled ! You will not kill me? I 

Rateme at what thou wilt, I will make thee richer. | 

I'll give thee gold in wedges . . Thou lo' 
diamonds : . . 

I'll clothe thee, Moor, in tissue, wrought with j 
jewels, ^ 

Such as no eye shall bear to look upon . . . 

So thou wilt let me live. 
Ha. How shall we kill him? 

Ro. {Eagerly.) 

Ragotski, thou' It not join to cut me ofl"S 

I implore you bid them lay no hands on me. 
Ra. Nay, Hassan, 

Deem not that I'll permit an act which will not 

Hold weight in th'scale oJ' law. For this Lord's j 



'Tis right he be convict on earth before 
The eternal doom. 

This action is confirmed 
By course of justice. Nay, peruse the warrant,' 
Which lies . . . warm . . . next my heart ... as ] 

in a sheath I 

Shut up, whose edge, when drawn, should tak^ I 

his life. 
There , , . Trust your eyes. 

(Hassan produces the warrant.) I 

{Reading.) J 

Authorized and ordered . . To my faithful j 

liegemen : 
At sight of our commission, on the instant — 
You execute Lord Hodna. 'Tis correct ; 
And graced with the royal sign of " Gertrude." 

False! 
It is a forgery, Ragotskt. . . His 
Forgery \ 



E in.] GERTRUDE AND BEATRICE. 9a 

(Speaking signijicantly in a low voice to RouTfA.) 
If 't be, 'tis thine ! . . The blank you gave me 
To warrant the King's slaughter; but in lieu. 
OfWaradin's name, know, you yourself have writ 
Not half an hour gone by, your style and title 
Within this bond of death. 

(RoDKA staggers hack from the spot where he 
stood, and clasps his hands convulsively.) 

Ro. A sudden dew 

Dips me all o'er. . . No hope ? {Stands aghast.) 

Ha. (After apause.) After what fashion 

Shall we obey the royal edict? 

Feel loth to 'file my sword . . . 

My Lord ! The ti-aitor. 

Deeming us murderers, . . the Prince and me . ■ 

Did set us on to cast the royal Gfertrude 

Beneath that sullen solitary wave. 

There may he meet the fate he meant for her ! 

Apparell'd in that robe of empire . . tiiat 

Like death to which It leads, sits on him ..let him. 

Lying in cold and silent pageantry, 

Flush the still water with his gorgeous scarlet. 
■-~Ra. An excellent device. 
IKo. (Feebly-) Do spare my life ! 

^Ka. My fellows here will lend their aid whilst I 

Repair to the palace. Having done your office, 

Come after with all haste. 

(Feebly.) Oh, stay ! . . reprieve me. 

(Shaking his head.) 

That's now for highest justice, to which I 

Commit you. Hassan speed. [£a:i( Ragotski. 
§Ha. Companions 

Let us make short. 
(They approach Rodna, who sinks on his knees.) 
(Ro. (in an imploring voice.) 

Dear Hassan, hast thou not 

Fed from my trencher? . . Piay you now ; for 

pity ..... 
{Interrupting kirn.) 

You bade me drown the Queen, for which those 
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TImt kissed where they betrayed, against thi 

(ireasure 

Oriiqaid death shall close in vain. Sirs, hale himJI 

. (In a faint hurried voice.') Stay ! be not hasty : I 

( j pause owing to Rodna's being vnable to proceed A 

then, after strugijUng for utterance,) I 

Hassan ! . . let me breathe I] 

Be it in a dungeon in contagious darkness. 

Or where the centuried dead lie neighbour'^ 

with 
Ygung children new in grave-clothes, rotting vXt 
Together under uionuiuental marble : . . 
There repent out my crimes, and drag 

remainder 
Of nature ! any where, . . So there he air 
Enough fof life : Oh, any thing but death ! 
.. Go to ; How dare you plead ? . . Reproach, a 
shame 
Have crept into my nature, and God's wrath. 
And all by thee. 

You urge »ie hard with doings. 
Which not my will, but Destiny occasion'd. 
{In a piteous voice.) 
A second ... to make peace with Heaven ? 

Well, quit ye. 
(PIabban and the rest retire a few paces.) \ 
I. Tt can't be true. No hope? Why do priests lie^ 
And say, God 's merciful T H so, my cries 1 

Were not blown hack like breath against the wium 
What I, Lord Marshal, Palatine, and King, 
To die ? Ay drown ! drown like a dog . . a cat B 
Why have I toiled ? Why spun my web . . Ah^ 

dolt! ,. 
So fine, to mesh me? 

(StrihfS his breast in despair.) 

Fool ! I will not submit. 
For I'm not guilty . , don't deserve to suifer 
By violence. 'Tis murder, and not justice. 
I appeal to Andreas, and will not be plunged 
Into the slimy pool 'mid putrid adders; 
Feel myself gnawed upon till I decay, 
And this fine spirit and sense of life give place I 
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To the chill |)lank of an eternal sleep, 
Or else, ... 

{He stops shorty then after a pause,) 

Oh God ! perchance there may inhabit. 
Full many a fathom down that dark abysm, 
Things that men wot not of, more horrible far 

To bide than conscious rotting disembodied 

Crimes, wailings, stifled shrieks, and glimmering 

shapes 
Of fiends that office all . . . They close upon me ! 
{Shrieks, and stands with his body bent in a -cower- 

in ff posture, as ifstupified with horror,) 
Ha. Your time is told : he is forspent, and hears not. 
'Tis as well. Fall to work. Look how his 

knees 
Do smite each other ! Such a fece as that 
Fve seen on marble slabs : his shrunken skin's 
Bedew'd with clammy sweat : his idiot stare 
Lacks speculation : sure the unconscious soul 
Will never more be drawn from his eclipse. 
And death itself were scarce a change of being. 

( They lay hold of Rodna, who utters a shriek : 
as they are leading him towards the water, 
he suddenly breaks away, and siaygers to the 
front of the stage,) 
Ro. {Looking wildly around.) 

No, no ! ye murder, and not execute. 

Hassan, such honours, such advancements wait 

thee. 
I gasp ; I am not fit : keep me from Hell ! 
My soul 's unshrived, and shivering . . . shivering ! 

. . . cold ! 
My gely'd blood is snow . . . snow, round my heart. 
I am one with death already, only that 
The life stirs in my hair. Dark \ dark ! dark ! 

Pray 
Let me do penance first You look like men. 
But have no hearts to match, . . no consciences. 
Oh, for my soul's sake, mercy ! will you none ? 
The world reels under me : I sink through space ; 
Unhousel'd, unabsolv'd, for endless iges, 
Sink ! down ! oh horror ! help ! . . I will not die. 
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(As he repeats these last lines, he sinks graduall}/ 

la the ground, till, at the close, in a pajvxj/sfH 

of fright t he drops down dead.) 

Ha. His lips move, but be epeaks not . . lifl him up. 

{ They approach to raise him.) 
follower. Why he is a corse ! 
Ha. (After a pause of horror.) 

An awful truth you speak. 
Merely through fear of death he died; and closed 
With one short sigh his vast account with Heaven. 
This end he imprecated on bis head. 
Convey the body to its watery grave : 
Come on .' 

t^Exeunt with the body of Tiojin A 

SCENE IV. — An Apartment: at the end is seen 
recess, whereon Beatrice is reclining: Jtear her 
Queen Gehtruck, seated with a phial in her hand. 

( The same Scene as the First in Act /F.) 
( The Queen comes forward, stops, and murmurs to 
herself before she speaks aland.) 
Qo. But for her resemblance to our Sire . ■ . .and yet 
It is but fancy carves the impression in me . 
How, does my purpose falter i' the acting? 
Twice 1 stood o'er her on the point to wake her, 
Ab oft my voice and will were both held back 
By some invisible spell. Oh, female weakness, 
Rob not mj labouring soul of vengeance ! 

(Approaches the couch.) See I 
A kind of smile steals on her cheek, as if 
Her sleep were tickled with some soft conceit. 
My God ! her fulsome fancy pictures Him 
Beside her ; yea, her bosom's ruffled as 
A lake with sudden gusts, and wildly heaves 
Responsive to his pressure ; and her lips . . 
Tliose moist and ruddy lips , . do seem to quicken. 
Oh, but the wanton dies for it ! there ! there f 
They quiver with hot kisses. Ruin seize ye ! 
I'll hush them up for ever ! no, no pause ; 
I'll pluck him off thee, minion ! Thou bad'st 
better 
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Cotninixwith lightning! Where's the poison? do! 
No poison ; 'tis too slow. 

{Puts the phial on a small slab.) 

My naked steel 
(Draws her digger.) 
Shall hold her dainties cheap, and anchor caat 
Quite through those wavelets ere her lover lighl 

there. 
{Stoops over the hed ; then draws bath : a jMHte.) 
How 9 this ? My sinews put on infancy : 
In rain I would let loose my anger on her. 
. {In her sleep.) Andrena .' 

That name contirms my (ailing; haikil. 

(Just as she is about to strike, Andreas enters, 
and wresting the dagger from her, exclaimSf) 
p An. Murderess, forbear ! . . Oh, ruthless woman '. 
! Qr. (Starting.) What art thou? Traitor! Dnrcst thou 
hold my arm? 
An. Would'st slay the innocent . . the helpless, bound 
To thee by ties of nature? dispossess 
All human feeling from thee? . oh ! my heart 
Labours a double motion, and expels 
Our common blood into my brow. Vile Queen! 
Cloak thy shamed head, and rayless diadem I 
Qu. I stand accountable, base groom, to none. 

Helease me ! 
Aw. (In a severe voice.) 

Silence ! shape no breath henceforth 
To high command ; nor with imperiouB voice 
Proclaim thy will. 
' Qc. (With hauteur.) No more of this ! . . away ! 
, An. (With solemn earnestness.) 

Oh, Madam ! be not confident. Forbid 
Ever again those bright eyes, like the eagle's, 
Look admiration in the face, lest anger 
Aroused, and blown to the height, do strike 

therein 
Tlie glory of God's justice, like hot arrows. 
PQu. Let me depart. 
['Aw. (Peremptorily.) Depart not at your peril 1 

Thy kingdom is ta'en from thee ! . . [ am sent 
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To spell to thee the will of justest Heaven ; 
To wreathe about thy delicate white limbs 
A rusty chain, which, like a suake enamoured 
Of thee, might gnaw a passage to thy heart. 
And bask beside it. 

Qu. Oh great God of Monarchs ! 

By whose command ? 

Ak. By his thou hast made thy Husband. 

Who bade me trail thy purple infamy. 
And plunge that peerless body where no eye 
Can mock with heartless homage... Are you ready ? 

Qu. I shall go mad. A thousand furies thrust 

Their torches through my brain. Ah ! but thou 

darest not 
Profane our person ; we are thy Queen !.. re- 
spect me. 

An. Not so ! for being unjust, the majesty 

You challenge leaves you ; nor does God attribute 

His sanctity to thine anointed head. 

If none do dwell there. Think not thou'rt the 

same 
As when thou stoodest upright i thy power is 
Departed from thee ; and that blood-dyed robe 
Shews like the winding sheet of all thy greatness. 
Yet say, what devil stirr'd thee up to stretch 
A blighting hand o'er yonder fairest flower. 
Before its fragrance quite filled all the air 
That girt thy realm in. . . I beseech thee tell me. 

Qu. I am not bound to answer, but I know not ; 

There's in thy voice that which constrains my 

soul 
T^ open all itself. You marked this cerecloth. . . 
This solitary colour of a king . . . 
That's waited on by envies as by eyes, 
Which rarely throw a fond regard upon it, 
Or weep the livid spot deforms our nature. 
Under its thick distracting 'folds. Ah me! 
Who wears the crown wears out his heart ; . . he's 

blinded 
By the excess of light that clips his palace, 
Wherein each 'partment is a theatre. 
The blue and vigorous air will shake its wings,* 
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The blithe immortal day grow young a^in. 
And ahower dear grace on every dwelling else, 
Bat leave that populous solitude still lonely. 
All feelings find companionship but mine. 
The mightiest, . . At least I am supreme 
In misery ! . , whose bitter tears do ilow 
The bitterer being inward ; who must look. 
As fits the careful office of a crown , 
Into content but through a nation's eyes. 
Of all the solitary things that hate the light, 
And in concealment fain would wrap them up, 
Companion 'd by majestic silence, I, 
I alone know not where to rush from search 
Of eyes that hedge me round, ^nd pry too nearly. 
I may not weave the breath of heart-sick moana 
Into a mantle of capacious mist 
T envelop me. or with thick clouds and dark 
Obscure my throne . . but act in view of all ; 
On my cold dizzy eminence aloof. 
Too high to court affection, so men doubt me. 
There is but one sole bliss in Fortune's compass 
A Queen is free to pray for. . which were mine, 
Had not that Sister, like a juggling Gipsy, 
Filched my lot from me. 

Prithee take me with you. 
Wherein were you forestalled? . . Was it the 
Prince? 
I Qv. (After a pause of surprise.) 

Tnou art saucy, knave; but since 1 am at shrift. 
Why . , . Cruel hopes ! that whisper in our ears 
Gay things, and mock the touch as green 

boughs do 
Which coquet with the wind or any lover ! . . . 
(Hides Aer face with her hands, then uncover- 
ing it, sheadds, with forced composure,) 
Thou hast said. 

Now give ine audience. I was acq^uainted 
With happy days once, Lady, when I enjoy'd 
Yoiir father's friendship; anuamproudto tell you, 
As all unhorsed beneath a l)oar he lay. 
Whose foaming mouth oped wide, and whose 
huge tusk 
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Stood bare and threatening over him, I rushed 

In time to spear the monster. 
Qu. My dear father ! 

My friend, go on : . . you say you saved his life ? 
An. Then first your sister swam on my sight, and 
near her 

Prince Andreas stood. 
Qu. Ah ! near her ? Do proceed. 

An. You did make rich a monarch's bed, or else .... 

Had you been by at the time, what had you said ? 
Qu. Said ? Nothing ! but my tears had dearly 
thanked you, 

I have not seen him from that hour to this. 

My father! Yet I loved him. How I mind 

His glorious presence now! . . Oh I I'd have knelt 

On the bare earth in gratitude to Heaven ; . . 

To you and Heaven. 
An . Thus your sister did. 

Your honoured sire then joined our hands, . . 
nay Lady, 

I am other than my habit shows ; . . in brief, 

I presently became fair Beatrice' suitor. 
Qu. And she could have the heart to scorn your 
passion ? 

Ingrate ! 
An. Your pardon. Madam ; you then would not 

Have flung neglect upon me r 
Qu. Pray go forward : 

You found no rival in your love ? How then ? 
An. My soul grew to your father ; his to me. 

And often in our intercourse would he 

Discourse to me of Gertrude, 
Qu. Don't say so I 

And did he think of Gertrude ? Bless him I 
Bless him ! 
An. He told me. Lady, that your temper was 

As warm as fire . . but, being incensM, as rash ; 

Yet notwithstanding, your ingenuous heart 

Would bum to know your fault, till from your eyes. 

Like weeping suns, hot passion-drops distiird. 
Qu. He gave me out too fairly, and alack. 

Drew from his fond belief. . the more's the pity. 
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An. He took blame lo him, not having curbed yoi 



Qc. 
Ak. 



Ere it had changed the stamp, of nobleness 
You bore by nature ; so that if you erred 
Hie Tvas the sin,., and oh! he said, 'twould pluck 

Even from Abraham's bosom. 

But 1 will not, 
I will not err . . dear fatlierl 

After awhile 
I went to fight the Painim, and we parted . . 
I never saw him more, but his remembrance 
Sits fresh within my brain, Those springs 

show kindly! . . 
Like dews, that fall on seeds the winds have 

scattered. 
Till they conceive with sweets . , the sweeter that 
We wonder there's no anguish in the shower. 
Yet, Lady, dry your eyes; there are words behind 
rd drop into your heart. 

What I from my flither? 
Sir, let me prostrate fall, and strive to catch them, 
As wretches in a time of drought do spread 
A mantle to entrap the dew : I'll garland 
My memory with every syllable 
That grew upon his lips . , . What said my father ? 
He wrote me on his deathbed; but the packet, 
Being intercepted by a slave, did reach me 
Only to night ... I 'm to deliver. Lady, 
This token into your hands, 
( Offering her a small case.) whereon to look, 
And call to mind his oft adjuring voice 
Against thy peccant will; and deem his eye 
la ever on his child, and marks how well 
Or ill she answers his idea who train'd her. 
What does that case contain? 

Your father's likeness. 
(Holds up ike miniature.) 
Qu. Give it me : Give it me ! 
Ak. (Solemnly.) There, take it.. Cousin! 

(Queen trembling, involuntarily receives the 
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An. 
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An. 
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case, and, after a pause, looking earnestly at 
him, exclaims,) 
Qtr. Andreas ! 

An. These few linea else . . . I 'm back directly. 

[Hxit Akdbbas. 
CJu, My father's letter : Cousin! Andreas! . , 

My tears do blind me : If I could, I M read it, 
Though every syllable cried out against me, 

( Glances over the paper.) 
His benizon ! . . this is a dream . . . The King 
Marry my sister? Never! Yet my sire 
Writes here, should I oppose, his blessed ashes 
Would break Iheir marble lodgings, and come 

forth 
To quarrel with me. {Looks at the picture.) 
His image ! 'tis life's mimicry, or indeed 
Himself unsphered. Rare artist ! that can figure 
The soul the eye shoots forth, and renew heat 
Even at the door of life. Thou dust ! which erst 
Wert my great father, what art thou but dust? 
It ia thy franchised spirit ... for thy virtues 
Embalm thy essence 'gainst the rotten breath^ 
Of the corrupted grave . . . thy spirit that shakes 
My nature ; and there is something here interprets 
That keen fis'd glance, which, like an eddy, sucks 
My soul in as I gaze, and drinks my blood up 
As moonbeams do the sea . . and works com- 
punction. 
1 am subdued ; my injured sister shall 
Henceforth be happy with .... 

(Andbbas, in a commanding voice without.) 
Pursue the traitor, 
Rodna ! 
Qn. What! ! . . What is't tingles in mine ears ! 

Can it be? And have I then contracted me 
By an eternal bond unto that fiend ? 
My motives, sprung from out the fumes which 

clouded 
My reason, all are melted into the blast .... 
What's to be done ? Will no one hide me from 
him? 
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I '11 hold my breath, and die ; he comes ! . . 
{Sees the phial of poison.) Ha! Welcome! . . 

( Takes up the phial.) 
Thou life-conferring, bright, omnipotent spirit, 
That flames and bubbles in thy crystal bounds 
Under the lucent lamp, as if the sun 
Had sipped thy gushing liquor in the bud. 
And left his light behind, be good to me ! 
Free me from Rodna 1 Waft me where no traitors 
Beard princes, and with flatteries, cheap and 

gross 
As lies, affront the credent common ear! 
Where Treacheir with summer skin, and fork, 
Ready to stab, black-brow'd Conspiracy, 
Rebellion, born of hell, pale Usurpation, 
Glaring with blood-stained eyes, in consort come 

not ! 
But in their stead .... 

{Enter Andrbas and Ragotski.) 

Cousin, I drink to thee ! {Drinks.) 

Thine now be all this land. . .mine, and thine own; 

May'st thou reign long and happy ! 
An. What hast done ? 

Qu, {Faintly.) I feel the chill hand that shall touch 
me last 

Already on my veins : . . I Ve quench'd my life 

In poison. 
An. {Supporting her, )My sweet Cousin , not so ! quick ! 

Unsay that word ! 
Qu. The grave is strong protection. 

An. From what? 
Qu. I 've lived too long to say it. . . My husband, 

Whom I shall straight delude, and mock his 
treasons. 
An. He 's dead. 
Qu. I gasp with joy : What gone before me? 

And yet not much ..not much : Heaven pardon 
all ! 

Just bind my hair : it drops upo^ k, 

Like threads of fife. Ah met Anns 
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What must it be to live, when but to die 
Is a bliss so rich in sweetness? (Dies.) 

ik An, (After a solemn pause,) 
^ The beauteous Queen 's immortal ! 

(Places the body on a couch.) Oh ! my heart 
Would wail thy wreck in groans, but that the 

hour 's 
In labour. . . Hark, Ragotski ! 

(Shouts heard without.) 
Ra. The populace wait without to greet you King. 
An. Kind friend admit them. 

(Enter Hassan and Populace.) 
(Loud shouts of God save King Andreas.) 
Ha. Lo! My liege, the crown! 

(BeatricB; who has risen from the couch, comes 

forward.) 
Be. It is no dream . . .'tis Andreas ! Ha ! the crown 
Waits his acceptance . , and the people hail him ! 
What nightmare was't that I ? . , . 
An. My gentle Beatrice, 

Revert not further. 

Sad events as these 
Awe those that act them ; purify our nature. 
Show us how mutable are all our gains, 
Save such as . . linked with love and based on 

virtue . . 
Heavenward aspire, where aUj^ood dwells that is. 
Aught else that fills the eye cSithis vain world 
Avails not long. The wealth of Ind, what's more. 
Ye pure rewards of fine erected spirits, 
Will presently pass away, as unregarded 
As a scene shifted in our theatres. 
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